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PROLOGU E, 


IPritten by Mr. GaRRIC E, and ſpoken by him | 
in the Charafter of a Country Boy. 


: | 6 | | 
Meaſter meaſter . | 


& not my megſter here among you, pray? 
Nay, ſpeak-gny meaſter wrote this fine new play— 
The a&tor-folks re making ſuch a clatter ! 
They want the pro-log—1 know nought o th' matter! 
He nf be there among you—look avout— 
A weezen, pale-fac'd man, do—find him out— 
Pray, meaſter, come —or all will fall to ſheame | 
Call miſter — hold I muf1 not tell his name. _ ; | 
Law! what acroudis here! what noiſe and pother! | 
Fine lads and laſſes ! one o top & tother, Lit 
[Pointing to the rows of pit and gallery. [at 
I couꝰ d for ever here with wonder geaze / 
Ine er ſaw church 5 full in all my days !— 
Four ſervant, furs ,hat do you rs ri ? 5 
You donna take me ſure for one o th play! 
You ſhou'd not flout an honef{ country-lad,—' 
You think me fool, and think you baif mad. 
You're all as ftrange as J, and ſtranger too, 
And, if you laugh at me, PII laugh ai you. | Laughing. 
I donna like your London tricks, not I 
And fince you ve rais' d my blood, Pl tell-you 105 f 
And i you wull, ſince now I am before ye, 
For want of pro- log, Pll relate my flory. 
I came from country here to try my fate, 
Aud gel a place among the rich and great; 
| A:3 But 


FROL OGUE 

But troth I'm ſict o th journey Tha' ta 5 
I like it not—wou'd were whoame again. 
Firſt, inthe city I took up my flation, 
And got a place with one of th corporation, 
A 1 big man — he eat a plagy deal. 
Zooks ! he'd have beat five ploomen at a meal ! 
But long with him I cou d not make abode, 
Far, cou d you think't ?2—he eat a great Sea-toad!. 
It cume from Indies—'twas as big as me, 
He call d it belly-patoh, and capapee : 
Law! how I flar'd / I thought, —who knows, but I, 
For want of monſters, may be made a pe; 
Rather than tarry here for bribe or gan, 
ITI back to whoame, and country-fare again. 

I left T oad-eater ; then J farv'd a lord, 


And there they promis'd but ne er kept their ward. 


While mong the great, this geaming work the trade is, 
They mind no more poor Servants, than their ladies. 
A lady next, who lib d a ſmart young lad, 

Hir'd me forthwith—but, troth, I thought her mas 

She turn'd the world top down, as I may ſay, 

She chang'd the day to neet, the neet to day! 

I was ſo ſheam'd 4 5 all her freakiſh ways, 

She wore her gear ſo ſhort, ſo low. her fare Tai. 

Fine folks few all for nething now-a-days | J 
ow I'm the poet's mon— 1 find 1 with ite, 8 

There's nothing [artain—nay, we et e fits. 
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Our meals, indeed, are flenger,- ——what of that; 9. 
There are but thras on s—meaſter,, I, and cat. 
Did you but ſee us all, as Fm a ſinner, > 
You'd ſcarcely ſay, which of the three is thinner,” | 
My wages all depend on this night's piece, * 
But ſbou'd you find that tall our Wans are gaſes 2 
Effect ll 11 no more to meaſter”s brain, r 2 
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is Mr Woobw AR in the Charatie of 
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f N Jine Gentleman. . 

. Eee peaking withbyt + U! 

8 H A damm your £ 2 bets 

l. your tongue —- W. No 

fs % / we of rank be told what's right gnd wrong Rt 

Had you ten Epilogues. ,you ſhan'd not Heal en 007 FA 
Th“ he had writ em all in linguum Erecum. 


d. / de' f by all the Gods !—(yau myſt excuſe 17 

oe Tho author, actors, audience, .all abuſe me : 2 433 
F To the, Audience. Js ah 
bold a gentleman ! and that's enough Il 


come to tell you—(let it not ſurprize you) 
That Tm a wit—and worthy to adviſe you, 
ow could you ſuffer that ſame country booby, 
Bat pro-logue ſpeaking ſavage, — that great looby, 
Jo talk his nonſenſe *—give me leave to 


. s la 8 bg Ws « 
* 2 * 4 * 
e the poor devil eat, alle him that, 


Ind give a meal to Mealter. on, and Cat: 

but why attack the faſhions? —ſenſeleſs rogue! 
\ e have no joys but what reſult from Vogue © 
Ie mode Hort d all controul—nay, ev'ry paſſion, 
e, appetite, and all, give way to faſbion; 
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augh if von pleaſe—1'll takr;a pinch: of ut) "OE 


N 4 
Twas low—damn'd 'Jow Ny ſave the fellow's 


SPILOGUE 

T hate as much as he, a Turtle-Feaſt, ES 2 
But till the preſent Turtle- rage has ceas'd, © ; ' 
Id ride a hundred miles to make myſelf a beaſt, J 

J have no ears, —yet op'ras I adore |— 

Always prepar'd to die—to ſſcep no more! 
The ladies too were carp'd at, and their 1 2 
He wants em all ruff d up like good queen Beſs! 
They are, for ſooth, too much expos'd, and free— 
Were more expos'd, no ill effects I ſee, 
For more, or leſs, tis all the ſame to me. | 
Poor gaming too, was maul d among the reſt, 
That precious cordial to a high-life breaſt | 
When thoughts ariſe I always game, or drink, 

An Engliſh gentleman ſbou' d never think— 

The reaſon's plain, which ev'ry ſoul might hit on— Ih 
What trims aFrenchman, overſets a Briton; II 


f 


In us reflection breeds a ſober faaneſs, 5 | pril 
Which atways ends in politicti or madneſ- fen: 
T therefore now propoſe—by your command. im 8 


That tragedies no more ſhall cloud this land; 5 
Send ver your Shakeſpears fo the ſons of France, deP 


Let them grow grave—Let us begin to dance! spes 

Baniſh your gloomy ſtents to fortign chmes, duc 
Reſerve alone to bleſs theſe golden times, 
A farce or two—and Woodward's pantomimes! "W's 
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HE lier A os peter ** 
Epilogue, would not have pub- 
11h'd them had it not been cuſtomary to 
print them with the play. He is very 
ſenſible that they can have little or no 
merit in the reading, their effect wholl 

depending upon the characters whic 

ſpeak them, and the novelty of intro- 
lucing them. They, were, likewiſe 
AMuxitten at a very ſhort warning, for the 
author of the play, had not proyided 
theſe: uſual, and therefore neceſſary 
parts of the performance, which Mr. 
CARRICK thought proper to provide at 

all events. | 0 
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RAGEDY, as it was anciently 
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cc compoſed, hath been ever held theftcor 
% oraveſt, moraleſt, and moſt profitable off far 
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C 


all other poems, Hence philoſophers, and 
« Other graveſt writers, as, Cicero, Plutarch, 
© and others, frequently cite out of tragic 
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In 


3 
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< poets, both to adorn and illuſtrate theirſ wi 


„ diſcourſe. The apoſtle Pad} himlelf, 


gar 


thought it not unworthy to inſert a verſe eat 


4 of a,Greek Poet into the text of holy Scrip- 
44 ture. —Heretofore, men in higheſt dignity 
4e have laboured, not a little, to be thought 


« able to compoſe a tragedy. Of that ho- 


& nour Dionyſius the elder, was no leſs am- 
" bitious, an before, of his attaining to 
« the tyranny. Auguſtus Czfar alſo had be- 
* gun his Ajax, but unable to pleaſe his own 
« ** yadgment, left it unfiniſned. Seneca the 
« philoſopher, is by ſome thought the author 
4 of thoſe tragedies, at leaſt the beſt of them 


% that go under that name. Gregory Nazian- 


gen, a father of the church, thought it 
not unbeſeeming the ſanctity of his perſon 
„ to write a tragedy, which is intitled, 


ow Cory Suffering. This is mentioned, to 
„ umdicate 


©. = 


OE OTE ITE 
vindicute from the ſmall eſteem, or 
rather Wfa which in the account of 
many, it undergoes at this day.“ 

Iso far the great Milan who ſtrengthen' d 
pßeſe examples by his own, The author hath 
thing more to add, ſave only that he hath 
med to write this piece, in its eſſential parts, 
the peording to the model of ancient tragedy, 
: off far as modern ideas and manners wou'd 
ndfrmit. ' And he is fo grateſully ſenſible of 
ch, lat favourable reception it hath met with 
gie m the public, that in every future attempt, 
1eirf will aſſuredly labour to merit their farther 
elf, fpards, by keeping in his eye the ſame 
erſe feat origaanlh, 
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Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonce. 


1 Mr Moſlop. 
\ Acumer, — M5. Garrick. 


* % Havard. 
1 Saspi, 1 Mr. Davies. 
* ALADIN, - Mr. Uſher. 
OFFICER, .-  _ Mozeen. 
SLAVE, Mr. Walker. 
ZAPHIRA, Mrs. Cibber. 


bear, Mis Macklin, 
N Miene, | My Minors, 
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Eater OTHMAN and a SLA. 
 _OrTHmMaN. i 
Stranger, fay'ſt thou, that i inquires of 4 
Othman? 1 
, . Slave. He does; and waits admittance, | 4 
OF 0:4. Did he tell „ — ; 
. His name and quality ? Joe ll 
| | Slave. That, he declined : e 
But call'd himſelf thy friend. - 3 
I Othn. Where didſt thou ſee him? | ; be 


ke Yi q 
rag _ 22. HON - — 
. — — Der ur- 


Slave. Ev'n now, while twilight cle the dy. . 
| ſpy'd him 3 Sf 
IN. 

Muſing amid” the ruins of yon tow'r 1 
> That overhangs the flood. On my approach, 4 
I With aſpect tern, and words of import dark, 0 


He queſtion'd me of Othman. Then the tear Yee 
AVER Stole from his eye. But when I talk'd of pow'r MIN 
I And courtly honours here conferr'd on thee, 


ERS. His frown grew darker : all I wiſh'd, he cry'd, _ "7 | 

c to confer with him, and then to die. „ NY of {| 

Otbm. What may this mean? Conduct the franiger | | 

fe to me. L 85 34] | 

| Perhaps ſome worthy c citizen, return d N 8 N [ | 
From voluntary exile. to A/giers, INNS > 350 


Once known | in happier Days. 
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Enter Sadi. 


Fa! Sad here! 
My honor'd friend ! 
Sadi. Stand off—pollute me not. 
Theſe honeſt arms, tho' worn with want, diſdain 
Thy gorgeous trappings, earn'd by foul diſhonour. 
Otbm. Forbear thy raſh reproaches: for beneath 
"This habit, which to thy miſtaken eye 
Beſpeaks my guilt, I wear a heartas true 
As Saa!'s to my king. 
Sadi. Why then beneath 
This curſed roof, this black uſurper's palace, 
Dar'ſt thou to draw infected air, and live 
The flave of inſolence] why lick the duſt 
Beneath his feet, who laid Algiers in ruin? | 
But Age, which ſhou'd have taught thee honeſt caution, 
Has taught thee treachery! 
Othbm. Miſtaken man! | 
Cou'd paffion prompt me to licentious ſpeech 


Like thine—— | I 
Siadi. Peace, falſe one! peace! the ſlave to pow'r E 
Still wears a pliant tongue. — O ſhame to dwell | 

With murder, luſt, and rapine!—Did he not V 
Come from the depths of Barca's ſolitude, v 
With fair pretence of faith and firm alliance? Fe 
Did not our grateful king, with open arms, C: 

Receive him as his gueſt ? O fatal hour! 
Did he not then with hot, adult'rous eye, TI 
Gaze on the queen Zaphira? yes, twas luſt, Fo 
U.L“uſt gave th' infernal whiſper to his ſoul, Fiy 
| And bade him murder, if he wou'd enjoy! | Ou 
O, complicated horrors ! hell-born treach'ry! Selt 
Then fell our country, when good Selim dy'd ! Wh 
Yet thou, pernicious traitor, unabaſh'd | Of 
Can'ſt wear the murd'rer's badge. 8 Of 


Othm. Let hear me, Sad: 
Sadi. What can diſhonour plead? 
Otbm. Yet blame not prudence. ES 
Sadi. Prudence! the ſtale pretence of ey'ry knave ! 
The traitor's ready maſk! 5 Y 4 


Buy the weak ſallies of an ill-tim'd rage. 
Sadi. Enough : I find thee honeſt: and with pride | 


BARBAROSSA, 


Othm. Yet ſtill Llove thee : 
Yet unprovok'd by thy intemperate mn 
Bethink thee !-—might I not infult thy flight 
With the foul names of fear, or perfidy ? 


Didſt thou not fly, when Barbaraſſas ſword 


Reek'd with the blood of thy brave countrymen? 


What then did I?—Beneath this hated roof, 
In pity to my widow'd queen 
Saad: In pity? 


Othm. Yes, Sadi : Heav'n is witneſs, — — me. 


Sadi. Words, words! diſſimulation all, and guilt! 
. Othm. With honeſt guile I did inroll my name 


| 11 the black liſt of Barbaro/e's friends: 


In hope, that ſome propitious hour might riſe, 


When heav'n would daſh the murd rer from his throne, 
And give young Selim to his orphan'd people. 


Sadi. Indeed! can'ſt thou be true? 
Othm. By heav'n, I am. 
Sadi. Why then diſſemble thus? 
Othm. Have I not told thee ? 

T held it vain, to ſtem the tyrant's pow'r 


Will join thy councils. This, my faithful arm, 
Waſted with miſery, ſhall gain new nerves 
For brave reſolves. Can aught, my friend, be done? 
Can aught be dar'd ? 

Othm. We groan beneath the ſcourge. 


This very morn, on falſe pretence of vengeance, 


For the foul murder of our honor'd king, 


Five guiltleſs wretches periſh'd on the rack. 


Our long. lov d friends, and braveſt citizens, 


Self- baniſnh'd to the deſart, mourn in exile | ZE 


While the fell tyrant lords 1t o'er a crew 
Of abjeQ ſycophants, the needy tools 
Of pow'r ufurp'd ; and a degen rate train 
Of ſlaves in arms. 

Sadi. O my devoted country 


But fay, the widow'd queen—my heart bleeds for her, | 


Othm. If pain be life, ſhe lives: but in ſuch woe, 
As want and ſlavery might view with pity, 
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Enter Sadi. 


Ha! Sad; here! 
My honor'd friend ! | 
Sadi. Stand off—pollute me not. 
Theſe honeſt arms, tho' worn with want, diſdain 
Thy gorgeous trappings, earn'd by foul diſhonour. 
Otbm. Forbear thy raſh reproaches: for beneath 
This habit, which to thy miſtaken eye 
Beſpeaks my guilt, I wear a heartas true 
As Sadi's to my king. 
Sadi. Why then beneath 
This curſed roof, this black uſurper's palace, 
Dar'ſt thou to draw infected air, and live 
The flave of inſolerice ! why lick the duſt 
Beneath his feet, who laid Algiers in ruin? | 
But Age, which ſhou'd have taught thee honeſt caution, 
_ Has taught thee treachery! 
Otbm. Miſtaken man! 
Cou d paſſion prompt me to licentious ſpeech 


Like thine 1 
= Sadi. Peace, falſe one! peace ! the ſlave to pow'r E 

Still wears a pliant tongue.—O ſhame to dwell 
With murder, luſt, and rapine!—Did he not | V 
Come from the depths of Barca's ſolitude, V 
With fair pretence of faith and firm alliance ? F. 
Did not our grateful king, with open arms, C 

Receive him as his gueſt ? O fata] hour! 

Did he not then with hot, adult'rous eye, 1 
Gaze on the queen Zaphira? yes, twas luſt, Fo 
Luſt gave th' infernal whiſper to his ſoul, | Fir 
And bade him murder, if he wou'd enjoy! | Ou 
O, complicated horrors ! hell-born treach'ry! Sel 
Then fell our country, when good Selim dy'd ! . 
Yet thou, pernicious traitor, unabaſh'd | Of 
Can'ſt wear the murd'rer's badge. 5 Of 
Othm. Vet hear me, Sadi. Of 


Sadi. What can diſhonour plead? 

Otin. Yet blame not prudenſſe. 
Sadi. Prudence! the ſtale pretence of ey'ry Knave 

The traitor's ready maſk! „ 1 A 
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Othm. Yet till I love thee : | 
Yet unprovok'd by thy intemperate zeal. 
Bethink thee might I not infult thy flight 
With the foul names of fear, or perfidy ? 
Didſt thou not fly, when Barbaroſ/a's ſword 
Reek'd with the blood of thy brave countrymen ? 
What then did I?—Beneath this hated roof, 
In pity to my widow'd queen !:?! 
Saadi. In pity? | 


2275 2 
Othm. Ves, Sadi : Heav'n is witneſs, pity ſway'd me. 


Sadi, Words, words! diſſimulation all, and guilt ! 
- Othm. With honeſt guile I did inroll my name 
In the black lift of Barbaro/e's friends: | 
In hope, that ſome propitious hour might riſe, 


When heav'n would daſh the murd'rer from his throne, 


And give young Selim to his orphan'd people. 
 Saai. Indeed! can'ſt thou be true? 
Othm. By heav'n, I am. 
Sadi. Why then diſſemble thus? 
Othm. Have I not told thee? 
T held it vain, to ſtem the tyrant's pow'r 


Buy the weak ſallies of an ill-tim'd rage. 
Sadi. Enough: I find thee honeſt : and with pride 


Will join thy councils. This, my faithful arm, 
Waſted with miſery, ſhall gain new nerves - 


For brave reſolves. Can aught, my friend, be done? 


Can aught be dar'd ? 

Othm. We groan beneath the ſcourge. 
This very morn, on falſe pretence of vengeance, 
For the foul murder of our honor'd king, | 


Five guiltleſs wretches periſh'd on the rack. 


Our long-lov'd friends, and braveſt citizens, 
Self- baniſh'd to the deſart, mourn in exile 
While the fell tyrant lords it o'er a crew | 
Of abject ſycophants, the needy tools 
Of pow'r uſurp'd; and a degen'rate train 
Of ſlaves in arms. 

Sadi. O my devoted country 905 


But fay, the widow'd queen my heart bleeds for her. | 


Ot4m. If pain be life, ſhe lives: but in ſuch woe, 
As want and ſlavery might view with pity, 
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g Thyſelf, thy friend, in ruin. 
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Of Selin's ſafety, or (what more I dread) 
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| FAREAKOSSA 

And bleſs their happier lot ! hemm'd round by terrors, 
Within this cruel palace, once the ſeat 

Of ev'ry joy, thro' ſeven long, tedious years, 

She weeps her murder'd lord, her exil'd ſon, 

Her people fall'n: the murd'rer of her lord, 


Returning now from conqueſt o'er the Moors, 


Tempts her to marriage; ſpurr'd at once by luſt, 
And black ambition. But with noble firmneſs, 
Surpaſſing M female, ſhe rejects his vows, 
Scorning the horrid union. Meantime he, 
With ceaſeleſs hate, purſues her exil'd ſon ; 
And—Oh! deteſted monſter ! 

Sadi. Yet more deeds 
Of cruelty ! juſt heaven! 

Othm. His rage purſues 
The virtuous youth, ev'n into foreign climes. 
Ere this, perhaps, he bleeds. A murd'ring ruffian 
Is ſent to watch his ſteps, and plunge the dagger 
Into his guiltleſs breaſt. 

Sadi. Js this thy faith ! 
Tamely to witneſs to ſuch deeds of horror ! 

Give me thy poignard ; lead me to the tyrant. 
What tho' ſurrounding guards 
Othm. Repreſs thy fury. 

Thou wilt alarm the palace, wilt involve 
Haſte thee hence ; 


Haſte to the remnant of our loyal friends, 


| He aveeps. 


And let maturer councils rule thy zeal. 


Sadi. Yet let us ne'er forget our prince's wrongs. 
Remember, Othman, (and let vengeance riſe) | 
How in the pangs of death, and in his gore 
Welt'ring, we found our prince ! the deadly dagger 
Deep in fis heart was fix d! his royal blood, 

The life-blood of his people, o'er the Bath 
Ran purple! O remember! and revenge! 
Othm. Doubt not my zeal. 
friends. 
Near to the weſtern port Almanxor dwells, 


Vet unſeduc'd by Barbara's pow r. 


He will diſcloſe to thee, if aught be heard 


But haſte and ſeek our 


Of . 
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Of Selim's death. Thence beſt may our reſolves # f 
Be drawn hereafter. But let caution guide thee. . - 
For in theſe walks, where tyranny and guilt 
Uſurp the throne, wakeful ſuſpicion dwells, g 
And ſquint- ey d jealouſy, prone to pervert 
Ev'n looks and ſmiles to treaſon. 

- . 0s, | hey thee. 

Near to the weſtern port, thou ſay'ft. 
Othm. Ev'n there. 
Cloſe by the blaſted palm-tree, where the moſque 
O'erlooks the city. Haſte thee hence, my friend. 
I wou'd not have thee found within theſe walls 
r Flourifh. 


And hark—theſe warlike ſounds proclaim th approves: L 

Of the proud Barbareſſa, with his train. "1 

Begone- e — 
Saal. May dire diſeaſe and peſtilence | | 

Hang o'er his ſteps !—F arewel —Remember, . 

Thy queen s, thy prince's, and thy country's wrongs. 

[Exit Sadi. 

Otin. When 1 forget them „be contempt my lot! 

Yet, for the love I bear them, I muſt wrap _ 

My deep reſentments in the ſpecious guiſe 

of ſmiles, and fair deportment. 


— 


Enter Barbaroſſa, 2 Kc. 


Barb. Valiant Othman, | = 
Are theſe vile ſlaves impal'd ? "=> 
Othm. My lord, they are. | | 7 
Barb. Did not the rack extort confeſſion from than? of 
Othm. They dy'd obdurate: while the melting crowd _ I f 
Murmur'd out pity for their groans and anguiſh. |} 

Barb. Curſe on their womaniſh hearts! what, pity a 

ſlaves | 

ur whom my ſupreme decree condemn d to torture? 44 
Are you not all my ſlaves, to whom my nod | — 4 
Gives life or death ? - 
Othm. To doubt thy will, is treaſon. I 
3 Barb. I love thee, faithful Othman : but why ſits ' ||| 

of That ſadneſs on thy brow ? For oft' I find thee 24 4 
. B 3 Muſing 
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6 BARBAROSSA., 


© Young Selin is no more. 


That flying to Oran, he there begg'd ſuccours bis 
From Ferdinand of Spain, t invade Algiers. | 


Muſing and fad ; while joy for my return, 7245 n 
My ſword victorious, and the Moors o erthroẽwn, S 
Reſounds thro all my palace. * 
Othm. Mighty warrior ! | 132 0 
The ſoul, intent on offices of love, | B 
Will oft” neglect, or ſcorn the weaker proof IN 
Which ſmiles or ſpeech can give, 18 
Barb. Well: be it ſo. . N 
To guard Algiers from anarchy's miſrule, 
I fray the regal ſcepter. Who deſerves, = 
Shall meet protection: and who merits not, | 
Shall meet my wrath in thunder.—But tis ſtrange, Ot 
That when with open arms, I wou'd receive TI 
Young Selim; wou'd reſtore the crown, which death In 
Reft from his father's head. Ie ſcorns my bounty; Le 
Shuns me with ſullen and obdurate hate, 1 Ha 
And proudly kindles war in foreign climes, | Ple 
my power, who ſav'd his bleeding country. | He 
„Obs. Tis firaoge indeed. IV 
iat 311-1 r Ab 


Hlad. Brave Prince, 1 bring thee INE 
Of high concernment to. Agiers and thee. 


Othm. Indeed! 


Harb. Indeed Why that aſtoniſhment? Hatl 
He was our bittereſt foe. „ n a 
Otbm. So periſh al! I ell 
Thy cauſeleſs enemies! Haſte 
Barb. What fays the rumour ? Free "OD Now 
How dy'd the prince, and where? 3 Now 
Alad. The rumour tells, er 


Barb. From chriſtian dogs! 
Othm. How ! league with infidels! 
Alad. And there held council with the haughty * 
niard, 
To conquet and dethrone thee: but in vain: 3 
F or in a dark encounter with two flaves, 3 
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Wherein the one fell by his dauntleſs valour, 2 hank 


Selim at length was ſlain. 

Barb. Ungrateful boy !' 
Oft' have I courted him to meet my kiadorfs 3 | 
But ſtill in vain : he ſhun'd me like a 32 | 
Nor cou'd J e'er behold him, fince the down nm 
Cover'd his manly cheek.— How many years 
Number'd he.? 


0:hm.. think, "es thirteen; when his father dy'd,. 


And now, ſome twenty. 

Barb. Othman, now for proof 
Of undiſſembled ſervice. — Well I know; 
Thy long-experienc d faith hath plac'd thee high 
In the queen's confidence: the crown I wear 
Yet totters on my head, till marriage-rites 
Have made her mine. Othman, ſhe muſt be won. 
Plead thou my cauſe of love: bid her dry up _ 
Her frwtleſs tears : paint forth her long delays, 
Wake all thy eloquence : make her but mine, 
And ſuch unſought reward ſhall crown thy zeal, 
As _ out-ſoar en 4 wiſhes. 
Othm. Migh ng, 

Lia, I - 3207; 

Barb. Then haſte thee, Othman, 
Ere yet the rumour of her ſon's deceaſe 
Hath reach'd her ear; ere yet the mournful tale 
Hath whelm'd her in a new abyſs of woe, 
And quench'd all ſoft affection, ſave for him. 
Tell her, I come, borne on the wings of love!?! 
Haſte—fly—l follow thee. - 12 Othman.. 
Now Aladin. 
Now fortune bears us to the wiſh'd-for port 
We ride ſecure, on her moſt proſp'rous billow. 

his was the rock I dreaded. Doſt not think 

h' attempt was greatly daring ? 

Alad. Ay; and neceſlary. 
What booted i it, to cut the old ſpent off, 

hile 1 mega adder neſted in his place? 

Barb. True: we have conquer d now. Algiers is 

mine, 1 FS 
Vithout a rival. Thus great ſouls aſpire. 15-2 
34S B 4 And 
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And boldly ſnatch at crowns, beyond the reach 

Of coward conſcience.—Yet I wonder much, 

Omar returns not: Omar, whom I ſent 

On this high truſt. I fear, tis he hath fall'n. 

Didft thou not ſay, two ſlaves encounter'd Selim ? 
Alad. Ay, two: *tis rumour'd ſo, : 
Barb. And that one fell? 


Alad. Ev'n fo: by Selim's hand: while his companion 


Planted his happier ſteel in Se/im's heart. | 
Barb. Omar, I fear, is fal'n. From my right-hand 
I gave my ſignet to the truſty ſlave : 
And bade him ſend it, as the certain pledge 
Of Selim's death; if fickncſs or captivity, 
Or wayward fate, ſhou'd thwart his quick return. 
Aad. The rumour yet is young; perhaps foreruns 
The truſty ſlave's approach. OE 
Barb. We'll wait th' event. 
Meantime give out, that now the widow'd queen 
Hath dry'd her tears, prepar'd to crown my love 
By marriage-rites: ſpread wide the flatt'ring tale: 
For if perſuaſion win not her. conſent, 


Power ſhall compel. 


Alad. It is indeed a thought, 


Which prudence whiſpers. 


Barb. Thou, brave Aladin, . 
Haſt been the firm companion of my deeds: 
Soon ſhall my friendſhip's warmth reward thy faith. 


This night my will devotes to feaſt and joy, 


For conqueſt o'er the Moor Hence, Aladin: 

And ſee the night-watch cloſe the palace round. 

| ; [Exit Aladin. 
Now to the queen. My heart expands with hope. 

Let high ambition flouriſh : In Se/im's blood | 

Its root is ftruck : from this, the riſing ſtem 

Proudly ſhall branch o'er Africk's continent, 


And ſtretch from ſhore to ſhore. 


Enter Irene. 


What, drown'd in tears? fill with thy folly thwart 
Each purpoſe of my ſoul? When pleaſures {pring ; A 
n | Benet! 
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" BARBAROS'SA. 
Beneath our feet, thou ſpurn'ſt the proffer'd hoon, _ | 
To dwell with ſorrow. Why theſe ſullen tears? 
Irene. Let not theſe tears offend my father's eye: 
They are the tears of pity. From the queen 
I come, thy ſappliant. 
Barb. On ſome rude requeſt. 
What wou'dſt thou urge ? 
Irene. Thy dread return from war, 


And proffer'd love, have open'd every wound 


The ſoft and lenient hand of time had clos'd, 
If ever gentle pity touch'd thy heart, 


Now let it melt! urge not thy harſh command 


To ſee her! her diſtracted foul is bent 


To mourn in ſolitude. She aſks no more. 


Barb. She mocks my love. How many tedious years 
Have I endur'd her coyneſs? Had not war, 
And great ambition, calbd me from Algiers, 
Ere this, my pow'r had reap'd what ſhe denies. 


Hut there's a cauſe, which touches on my peace, 


And bids me brook no more her falſe delays. 

Irene. O frown not thus! ſure pity ne'er deſerv d 
A parent's frown! then look more kindly on me. 

Let thy conſenting pity mix with mine, 
And heal the woes of weeping majeſty! 
Unhappy queen 

Bark. What means that guſhing tear? 

Irene. Oh never ſhall Irene taſte of peace, 
While poor Zaphira mourns !|— 

Barb. Is this my child? * 
Perverſe and ſtubborn !—As thou lov'ſt 955 peace, _ 
Dry up thy tears. What! damp the general triumph, 
That echoes through Algiers] which now ſhall pieree 
"The vaulted heav'n, as ſoon as fame ſhall ſpread 
Young Selim's death, my empire's bitsereſt foe. 

Irene. O generous Selim / 

Barb. Ah! there's more in this! 

Tell me, Irene: on thy duty, tell me: 

As thou doſt wiſh, I wou'd not caſt thee off, 
With an inconfes father's curſes on thee, 71 
Now tell me why, at this deteſted name, | 


Atreſh thy ſorrow ſtreams ? 3 
| B 5 lrenr. 9 
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And boldly ſnatch at crowns, beyond the reach 

Of coward conſcience.—Yet I wonder much, 

Omar returns not: Omar, whom I ſent 

On this high truſt. I fear, *tis he hath fall'n. 

Didſt thou not ſay, two ſlaves encounter'd Selim ? 
Alad. Ay, two: *tis rumour'd fo, 22 
Barb. And that one fell? _ 


Alad. Ev'n ſo: by Seſim's hand: while his companion. 


Planted his happier ſteel in Se/im's heart. 
Barb. Omar, I fear, is fal'n. From my right-hand 
I gave my ſignet to the truſty ſlave : 
And bade him ſend it, as the certain pledge 
Of Selim's death; if fickncſs or captivity, 
Or wayward fate, ſhou'd thwart his quick return. 
Alad. The rumour yet is young ; perhaps foreruns 
The truſty ſlave's approach. 
Barb. We'll wait th' event. 
Meantime give out, that now the widow'd queen 
Hath dry'd her tears, prepar'd to crown my love 
By marriage-rites : ſpread wide the flatt'ring tale: 
For if perſuaſion win not her conſent, 


Power ſhall compel. 


Alad. It is indeed a thought, 


Wich prudence whiſpers. 


Barb. Thou, brave Aladin, 
Haſt been the firm companion of my deeds : 7 
Soon ſhall my friendſhip's warmth reward thy faith. 
This night my will devotes to feaft and joy, 
For conqueſt o'er the Moor. Hence, Aladin: 
And ſee the night-watch cloſe the palace round. 


[Exit Aladin. 


Now to the queen. My heart expands with hope. 
Let high ambition flourith : In Se/im's blood 

Its root is ſtruck: from this, the riſing ſtem 
Proudly ſhall branch o'er 4fric#'s continent, 

And ſtretch from ſhore to ſhore, | 


Enter Irene. 


What, drown'd in tears? ſtill with thy folly thwart 


Each purpoſe of my ſoul? When pleaſures ſpring . - 
| 4. Beneath 


Irene. Let not theſe tears offend my father's eye: 
They are the tears of pity. From the queen | 
I come, thy ſuppliant. | 

Barb. On ſome rude requeſt. 

What wou'dſt thou urge? 
| Jrene. Thy dread return from war, 
And proffer'd love, have open'd every wound 


The ſoft and lenient hand of time had clos d, 


If ever gentle pity touch'd thy heart, 
Now let it melt! urge not thy harſh commang 
To ſee her! her diſtracted ſoul is bent —— 
To mourn in ſolitude. She aſks no more. | 
Barb. She mocks my love. How many tedious years 
Have I endur'd her coyneſs ? Had not war, 
And great ambition, call'd me from Algiers, 
Ere this, my pow'r had reap'd what ſhe denies. 
But there's a cauſe, which touches on my peace, 
And bids me brook no more her falſe delays. 
Irene. O frown not thus! ſure pity ne er deſervd 
A parent's frown! then look more kindly on me. 
Let thy conſenting pity mix with mine, 
And heal the woes of weeping majeſty ! 
Unhappy queen 
Bark. What means that guſhing tear ? 
Irene. Oh never ſhall Irene taſte of ry 
While poor Zaphira mourns !— | 
Bark. Is this my child? - 
Perverſe and ſtubborn !—As thou lov'ſt thy peace, = 


Dry up thy tears. What! damp the general triumph, 5 


That echoes through Algiers “ which now ſhall pierece 
The vaulted heav'n, as ſoon as fame ſhall ſpread | 
Young Selim's death, my empire's bittereſt foe. 

Irene. O generous Selim / 

Barb. Ah! there's more in this! 


Tell me, Irene: on thy duty, tell me: -1 MN 
As thou doſt wiſh, I wou'd not caſt thee off, FI 
With an incenſed father's curſes on thee, 4 


Now tell me why, at this deteſted name, 


Atreſh thy ſorrow ſtreams ? | 


BARBAROSSA. 9 
Beneath our feet, thou ſpurn'ſt the proffer'd boon, 
To dwell with ſorrow. - Why theſe ſullen tears? 
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Irene. Yes, J will tell thee. | Wi 
For he is gone! and dreads thy hate no more!! Or 
My father knows, that ſcarce five moons are paſt, | 
Since the Moors ſeiz d, and ſold me at Oran, 1 
A hopeleſs captive in a foreign clime ! To 

Barb. Too well I know, and rue the fatal day. Oc 
But what of this? I Con 

Irene. Why ſhou'd I tell, what horrors Poo! 
Did then beſet my ſoul - oft have I told thee, In h 
How midſt the throng, a youth appear d: his eye My 
Bright as the morning ſtar! Wh: 

arb. And was it Selim? . In: 
Did he redeem thee? IJ hal 
Trene. With unſparing hand ISild 
He paid th' allotted ranſom: and o'erbade Let 
Av'rice and appetite. At his feet I wept, | And 
Diffolv'd in tears of gratitude and joy. | | 
But when I told my quality and birth, 4 HOC 


He ſtarted at the name of Barbaraſſa; 
And thrice turn'd pale. Yet, with recovery TY 
Go to Algiers, he cry d; protect my mother, 
And be to her, what Seller i is to Thee. 
Ev'n ſuch, my father, was the gen'rous youth, 
Who, by the bands of bloody, bloody men, 
Lies number'd with the dead. 
Barb. Amazement chills me! 
Was this thy unknown friend, conceal'd from me? 
Falſe, faithleſs child! 
Irene. Alas, my father ! 
He never was thy foe. 
"Barb. What !—plead for Selim 4 
Away. He merited the death he found. 
Oh Aer traitreſs to thy father's glory! 
Thou ſhou'dſt have liv'd a ſlave, —been ſold to ſhame, 
Been baniſh'd to the depth of howling deſarts, 
Been aught but what thou art, rather than blot 
A father's honour, by a deed ſo vile 
Hence, from my ſight.— Hence, thou unthankful child?! ! 
Beware thee ! Shun the queen: nor taint her ear 


With Our f 


'Y (0 


W 
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With Selim's fate. Yes, ſhe ſhall crown my love | 

Or by our prophet, ſhe all dread my power. 
LExit. Barbaroſla | 

Irene. Unhappy queen |! ! 

To what new ſcenes of horror art thou doom'd1 

O cruel father! hapleſs child! whom pity 

Compels to call him cruel !/—Gen'rous Selim „ 

Poor injur'd queen! who but intreats to die 

In her dear father's tents! thither, good queen, 

My care ſhall ſpeed thee, whitle ſuſpicion. ſleeps. 

What tho' my frowning father pour his rage 

On my defenceleſs head ? Yet innocence 

Shall yield her firm ſupport ; and conſcious virtue 

Gild all my days. Cou'd I but ſave Zaphira, 

Let the ſtorm beat. Il weep and pray, till ſhe. 

And heav'n forget, my father eder was cruel. 


9000000900000: 000000000000000" 
FO os Cn” 
Zaphira and female Slaves diſcover d. 


ZAPHIRA. 

HEN ſhall I be at peace!—O, righteous heav'n, 

* my * ſoul, which fain wo 

riſe 

To confidence in thee!—But woes on woes | 
O'erwhelm me! . firſt my huſband! now, my fon! 
Both dead! both ſlaughter'd by the bloody hand 
Of Barbaraſſa] ſweet content, farewell! 
Farewel, ſweet hope! grief is my portion here! 
O dire ambition what infernal power 
Unchain'd thee from thy native depth of hell, 

To ſtalk the earth with thy deſtructive train, 
Murder and luſt! to waſte domeſtic Ne, 
And ev ry heart-felt joy ! 


Enter Ochman. 


0 faithful ele / 
ur fears were true! my Selim is no more! i 
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12 BAR BAR OS 8A. 
Othm. Has then the fatal ſtory reach'd thine ear 
nhuman tyrant! | 

Zapb. Strike him, heav'n with thunder! 
Nor let Zaphira doubt thy providence. we 

Ozhm. Twas what we fear'd. Accuſe not heav'n's 
high will, om 
Nor Pikes. 5 with the ten-fold chain of fate, 

That links thee to thy woes !. O, rather yield, 
And wait the happier hour, when innocence 
Shall weep no more. Reſt in that pleaſing hope, 
And yield thyſelf to heav'n.ä— My honor'd queen, 
The king ny 

Zaph. Whom tit thou king? 

Otbm. "Tis Barbaroſſa. © 
He means to ſee thee— 

Zaph. Curſes blaſt the tyrant? 

Does he aſfume the name of king? 

Othm.. He does. 

Zaph. O title vilely purchas'd! by the blood 
Of innocence ! by treachr'y and murder ! 

May heav'n incens'd pour down its vengeance on him; 
Blaſt all his joys, and turn them into horror; 
Till phrenzy riſe, and bid him curſe the hour 


'That gave his crimes their birth] my faithful Orhan, 


My ſole ſurviving prop! can'ſt thou deviſe 

No fecret means, by which I may eſcape 

This hated palace! with undaunted ſtep 5 

Id roam the waſte, to reach my father's vales 

Of dear Mutija can no means be found, 

To fly theſe black ning horrors that ſurround me? 
Othm. That hope is vain! the tyrant knows thy hate. 


Hence, day and night, his watchful guards ſurround 


thee, 
Impenetrable as walls of adamant. 

Curb. then thy mighty griefs: juſtice and truth 
He mocks as ſhadows : rouſe not then, his anger: 
Let ſoft perſuaſion and mild eloquence, 

Redeem that liberty, which. ſtern rebuke 
Wou'd rob thee of for ever. 

Zapb. Cruel taſk! 

For royalty to bow,—an injur'd queen 


* 
N 
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Irn ſpeak a language which my heart diſdains. 


BARBAROSSA 
To kneel for liberty! and, oh! to whom ! 
Ev'n to the murd'rer of her lord and ſon! 
O periſh firſt, Zaphira ! yes, III die! 
For what is life to me! my dear, dear lord! 
My hapleſs child ! yes, I will follow you. 
Othm. Wilt thou not ſee him, then? | 
Zaph. I will not, Othman. | 
Or if I do, with bitter Imprecation, | 
More keen than poiſon ſhot from ſerpents tongues, 
I'll pour my curſes on him! - 
Othm. Will Zaphira 
Thus meanly ſink in woman's fruitleſs rage, 
When ſhe ſhould wake revenge ? 
Zaph. Revenge ?—O tell me 
Tell me but how! what can a helpleſs woman ! 
Othm. Gain but the tyrant's leave, and reach thy 
_- father: N CONE 
Pour thy complaints before him : let thy wrongs 
Kindle his indignation, to purſue 
This vile uſurper, till unceaſing war 
Blaſt his ill-gotten pow'r. _ „ 
Zaph. Ah !—fay'ft thou, Othman? [Rifng” 
Thy words have ſhot like lightning through my frame; 
And all my ſoul's on fire !—Thou faithful friend! a 
ves; with more gentle ſpeech Tt ſooth his pride? 
Regain my freedom; ſeek my father's tent; 
There paint my countlefs woes. His kindling rage 
Shall wake the vallies into honeſt vengeance : 
The ſudden ſtorm ſhall pour on Barbaraſſa; 
And ev'ry glowing warrior ſteep his ſhaft 
In deadlier poiſon, to revenge my wrongs. _ : 
O:thm. There ſpoke the queen. But as thou lov'ſt 
thy freedom, | 
Touch not on Selim's fate. Thy ſoul will kindle, 
And paſſion mount in flames that will conſume thee. 
Zaph. My murder'd ſon! yes, to revenge thy death, _ 


Othm. Peace, peace! the tyrant comes: now, injurd 
queen, | | | | 


I Plead for thy freedom, hope for juſt revenge, 
And check each riſing paſſion ! . 9 5 8 
[Exit Othman, 


Enter 
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Euter Barbaroſſa. 


Barb. Hail, ſov'reign fair! thrice honor d queen! in 


whom | 
Beauty and majeſty conſpire to charm! 
Behold the conqu'ror, whoſe deciding. voice 
Can ſpeak the fate of kingdoms, at thy feet 
Lies conquer'd by thy power! 

Zapb. O Barbareſſa! © | 
No more the pride of conqueſt e'er can charm _ 
My widow'd heart! with my. departed Jord 
My love lies bury'd ! I ſhould meet thy flame 
With ſullen tears, and cold indifference. 
Then turn thee to ſome happier fair, whoſe heart 
May crown thy growing love, with love ſincere; 

For I have none to give! 2 

Barb. Love ne'er ſhou'd die: | 
Tis the ſoul's cordial : 'tis the fount of life; 
Therefore ſhou'd ſpring eternal in the breaſt. 
One object loſt, another ſhou'd ſucceed. 
And all our life be love. 


Zapb. Urge me no more. Thou might'ſ with equal 


ho 
Woo the cold marble weeping. o'er a tomb, 
To meet thy wiſhes! but if gen'rous love 
Dwell in thy breaſt, vouchſafe me proof ſincere: 


\ * Give me ſafe convoy to my native vales 


Of dear Mutija, where my father reigns. 


Barb. O blind to proffer'd bliſs! what, fondly quit 


This lofty palace, and the envy'd pomp 
Of empire, for an Arab's wand'ring tent! 
Where the mock Chieftain leads his vagrant tribes 
From plain to plain, as thirſt or. famine ſways ; . 
Obſcurely vain; and faintly ſhadows out 
The majeſty of kings Far other joys 
Here ſhall attend thy call: the winged bark - 
For thee ſhall traverſe ſeas; and ev'ry clime. 
Be tributary to Zaphira's charms. 
To thee, exalted fair, ſubmiſſive realms 


Shall bow the neck; and ſwarthy kings and queens 5 


rom 
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From the far-diſtant Mger and the Nile, 


Drawn captive at my conqu'ring chariot-wheels, 


Shall kneel before thee. 
Zaph. Pomp and pow'r are toys, 

Which ev'n the mind at eaſe may well diſdain, 
But, ah! what mockery is the tinſel pride 
Of ſplendor, when by waſting woes, the mind 
Lies deſolate within Such, ſuch, is mine! 
O'erwhelm'd with ills, and dead to ev'ry joy 
Envy me not this laſt requeſt, to die 

In my dear father's tents ! 

Barb. Thy ſuit is vain— 

Zaph. Thus kneeling, at thy feet 
Barb. Thou thankleſs fair! 
hus to repay the labours of my love! 
Had I not ſeiz'd the throne when Selim dy d, 

re this, thy foes had laid Algiers in ruin: 


.- fac 2 | : 
rom the war's rage, than violence and blood ? 


ave not unceaſing horrors mark d thy reign ? 
reek d 
Vith guiltleſs blood. 


ouſe not my ſlumb' ring rage: nor vindicate 
by country's guilt and treaſon. 


Zaph. Where violence reigns, there innocence is -. 


guilt, 4 
d virtue, treaſon.— Know, Zaphira ſcorns 
y menace.—Yes,—thy ſlaught'ring ſword hath 


we thin'd Algiers. Is this thy boaſted peace? 
might the tyger boaſt the peace he brin 


fond thy ers pride! but make thee mine, 
l deſcend the throne, and call thy ſon 
In baniſhment to empire, | 


Barb. With guiltleſs blood? Take heed— 


Wy 
 Zagh, 


check'd the warring pow'rs, and gave you peace. 
Zaph. Peace doſt thou call it! what can worſe be 


o 
— 


hro' ſev'n long years, thy ſlaught' ring fword bath | 


8 : 
ben he o'erleaps by ſtealth, and waſtes = fold. 
Pars. Ungrateful queen! T'll give thee proof of love, 


—_ - 


| reck's 
ith guiltleſs blood. Thro' thee, exile and death _ 
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Zaph. Oh, my heart! 
Can bear this !— 
Inhuman tyrant! curſes on thy head! 
May dire remorſe and anguiſh haunt thy throne, 
And gender in thy boſom fell deſpair ! 
Deſpair as deep as mine! 
Barb. What means Zaphira ? 
What means this burſt of grief? 
Zaph. Thou fell deſtroyer ! 
Had not guilt ſteel'd thy heart, awak'ning conſcience {clus 
Wou'd flaſh connviction on thee, and each look, rom 
Shot from theſe eyes, be arm'd with SC Rorors, 
To turn thee into ſtone !—Retentleſs man ! 
Who did the bloody deed ? oh, tremble guilt, 
Where'er thou art !—Look on me !—Tell me, tyrant, 
Who flew my blameleſs ſon ? 
Barb. What envious tongue, 
My foe, hath dar'd to taint my name with flander ? 
This is the rumour of ſome coz' ning ſlave, 
Who thwarts my peace. Believe it not, Zaphira. 
'Thy Selim lives: nay more, he ſoon ſhall reign, 
If thou conſent to bleſs me. 
 Zaph. Never! oh, never—ſooner wou'd 1 roam 
An unknown exile thro' the torrid climes 
Of Afric, ſooner dwell with wolves and tygers, | 
Than mount with thee my murder'd Selim's throne! 
Barb. Raſh queen, forbear! think on thy capti 
ſtate: 
Remember, that within theſe palace-walls, 
I am omnipotent : that every knee 
Bends at my dread approach : that ſhame and honou 


Reward and puniſhment, await my nod, "ing th 
The vaſſals of my pleaſure. —Yield thee then: Barb, 
Avert the gath' ring horrors that ſurround thee, re 


Alad. 
Borb, ) 
lad, N 
Selimm's 
5 bra ve ; 


Teng'd |} 


And dread my pow'r incens'd. 

wil ph. Dares thy licentious tongue pollute mine e: 
| that foul menace ?— Tyrant! dread'ſ| thou nc 
Th' all ſeeing eye of heav'n, its lifted thunder, 
And all the fed ning vengeance Which it ſtores 
For crimes like thine — Let know, thy threats are 
The robb d by thee of ev'ry dear ſupport ; 
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o tyrant's threat can awe the free- born ſoul, 


hat greatly dares to die. [Exit Zaphira. 
Barb. Where ſhould ſhe learn the tale 1 delia 8 
death? 


ou'd Ochman dare to tell it? if he did, 
ly rage ſhall ſweep him, ſwifter than the whirlwind, 
0 in death !—Curſe on her ſteadineſs! 
ic lords it o'er my heart. There is a charm 
Df majeſty in virtue, that diſarms 
feluctant pow'r, and bends the ese will 
rom her moſt firm reſolve. 


Enter Aladin. 


Oh, Aladin ! 


imely thou com'ſt, to eaſe my lab'ring thought, 

hat ſwells with indignation and deſpair. 

his ſtubborn woman 

Alad. What, unconquer'd ſtill ? | 

Barb. The news of Selim's fate hath ac her ear. 

hence could this come 

lad. ] can reſolve thy doubt. DET 

female ſlave, attendant on Zaphira, 

crheard the meſſenger who brought the tale, 

nd gave it to her ear. 

Barb. Perdition ſeize her! 

0 threat can move, nor promiſe now allure | 

er haughty ſoul : nay, ſhe defies my pow'r : 1 

d talks of death, as if her female form * 

drin d ſome hero's ſpirit. 1 

Had. Let her rage foam. S 

ring thee tidings that will eaſe thy pain. 

Barb. Say'ſt thou ?—Speak on—O give me quick 

relief |— 

lad. The gallant youth is come, who ſlew her ſon. . 

e ei erb. Who? Omar! M 7 es 

dad. No: unhappy Omar fell... 1 
delim's hand. But Achmet, whom he join 4" 

brave aſſociate, ſo the youth bids tell thee, 

| hols his death by Selim's. 


2 


1 
pti 


— 


ey 
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Barb. 
* N 


- Thou art the youth whom Omar (now no more) 
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Barb. Gallant Youth! 
Bears he the ſignet ? 


Alad. Aye. 
Barb. That ſpeaks him true. —ConduQ him, Aladin, Ind 9 
5 Exit Aladin. ſpic 


This is beyond my hope. The ſecret pledge Ala, 
Reſtor'd, prevents ſuſpicion of the deed, 
While it confirms 1t done. 


Enter Achmet and Aladin. l 
Fhold 
Achm. Hail mighty Barde a as the pledge * 


[Knee ait 
Of Selint's death, behold thy ring reſtor d: | 
That pledge will ſpeak the reſt. 
Barb. Riſe, valiant youth! 
But firft, no more a flave—l give thee freedom. 


Join'd his companion 1n this brave attempt ? 
"Ach. I am. 
Barb. Then tell me bow you ſped. —Where found 
That inſolent ! | | 
Ach. We found him at Oran, 
Plotting deep miſchiefs to thy throne and 2 
Barb. Well ye repaid the traitor. — 
Ach. As we ought. 
While night drew on, we leapt upon our prey. 
Full at his heart brave Omar aim d the poignard, 
Which Selim ſhunning, wrench d it from his hand, 
Then plung ' d it in his breaſt. I haſted on. 0 
Too late to fave, yet I reveng'd my friend: 
My thirſty dagger, with repeated blow, 
Search'd ev'ry artery: they fell together, 
Gaſping in folds of mortal enmity ; 
And thus in frowns expir'd. 
Barb. Well haſt thou ſped. 
Thy dagger did its office, faithful Achmet; 
And high reward ſhall wait thee ——One "ning moreW 
Be the thought fortunate Go, ſeek the queen. 
For know the rumour of her Selim's death 


Hath reach'd her ear: hence dark ſuſpicions riſe; 


Sun 


uinting at me. Go, tell her, that thou ſaw'ſt 
Jer ſon expire; that with his dying breath, 

Je did conjure her to receive my vows, | 
„Ind give her country peace.—That, fure will lull 
n pſpicion. Aladin, that ſure will win her. 

ad. Tis wiſely thought. —It muſt. 


Enter Othman, 


Barb. Moſt welcome, Othman. | 
hold this gallant ſtranger. He hath done 
e ſtate good ſervice. - Let ſome high reward 
ait him, ſuch as may o'erpay his zeal. | 
Jvnduct him to the queen; for he hath tidings 
Jorthy her ear, from her departed ſon ; 
ch as may win her love. Come, Aladin: 
ie banquet waits our preſence: feſtal joy 
ughs in the mantling goblet ; and the night, | 
umin'd by the taper's dazzling beam, 5 
vals departed day. [Exit Barb. and Alad. 
Alm. What anxious thought , 
ws in thine eye, and heaves thy lab'ring breaſt ? 
by join'ſt thou not the loud exceſs of joy, | 
at riots thro” the palace? . 
Othm. Dar'ſt thou tell me, 
1 what dark errand thou art here? 
(chm, I dare. | 
t thou not ſee the ſavage lines of blood 
form my viſage? Read'ft not in mine eye 
morſeleſs fury? —I am Se/im's murd' rer. 
Ot hm. His murd'rer ! 
chm. Start not from me. 
dagger thirſts not but for regal blood. 


ly this amazement ? 
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eli 


hm. Amazement ?—No—' Tis well: — tis as it 


ſhould be.— 
was indeed a foe to Barbareſſa. 
bm. And therefore to Algiers. Was it not ſo?— 
7 doſt thou pauſe? what paſſion ſhakes thy frame? 


__ Othnu 


Made on his forehead by a furious pard, 
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Othm. Fate, do thy worſt !—I can no more di 
ſemble! | 
Can I unmov'd behold the murd'ring ruffian, | 
omear'd with my prince's blood !—Go, tell the tyrant, 
Othman defies his pow'r ; that tir'd with life | 
He dares his bloody hand, and pleads to die. | hon 
Achm. What, didſt thou love this Slim? elim. 
Othm. All men lov'd him. | us le 
He was of ſuch unmix'd and blameleſs quality, Dem. 
That envy, at his praiſe ſtood mute, nor dar'd elimm. 


22 
Dthn 
eh. 
Dum 


To ſully his fair name! remorſeleſs tyrant! t 
Ach. "wary commend thy faith. And fince thou loy 2 

| im, | | 3 
Il whiſper to thee, that with honeſt guile A 
I have deceiv'd this tyrant Barbareſa: __ 
Selim is yet alive. | \ it dea 
| Ochm. Alive! # rms 
Ach. Nay more—  fole 
Selim is in Alpiers. 1 _ 
Othm. Impoſſible ! 1 
Ach. Why, if thou doubt'ſt, I'll bring him hi then 
. 8 N _— 

Othm. Not for an empire! . 1 
Thou might' as well bring the devoted lamb "owns 
Into the tyger's den. 1 ' * 
Ach. Nay, but I'll bring him apt 


Hid in ſuch deep diſguile, as ſhall deride ; np 
Suſpicion, tho” ſhe wear the lynx's eye: 1157 . I 
Not ev'n thyſelf could know him. babb] 


Otbm. Yes, ſure: too ſure, to hazard ſuch an aw it mak 
. jet It 

Ach. Vet ſeven revolving years, worn out far eS1 
In tedious exile, may have wrought ſuch change me | 
Of voice and feature, in the ſtate of youth, | or St 
As might elude thine eye. ou pts her 
Orhm. No time can blot _ 0¹ 
The mem'ry of his ſweet majeſtic mien, | * 


The luſtre of his eye! Nay, more, he wears 
A mark indelible, a beauteous ſcar, 


Which ruſhing on his mother, Selim flew. 


o 


eh. A ſcar! 
Dm. Ay, on his forehead. 


h. What, like this? 
Dh. Whom do] ſee!-—am I awake TOY prince! 


5 { Kneels, 
 honor'd, honor'd king! ; 
lim. Riſe, faithful Othman. 
us let me thank thy truth! [ Embraces Bim. 


D bm. Oh, happy hour! 
elim. Why doſt thou tremble thus? Why graſp my 
hand ? 


NY. Ah, no! I fee thy fire in ev'ry line.— 


did my prince eſcape the murd'rer's hand ? 


it death he meant to bring. The ruffian wore 
 tyrant's ſignet :—Take this ring, he cry'd, 
ſole return my dying hand can make thee 
its accurs'd attempt: This pledge reſtor'd, 
| prove thee ſlain: ſafe may'ft thou ſee Agios, 
own to all.— This ſaid, th' aſſaſſin dy'd. 
hm. But how to gain een thus unknown? 
um. Diſguis'd as Selim's murderer I come: 
accomplice of the deed: the ring reſtor d, 
nd credence to my words. 
hn. Yet e er thou cam'ſt, thy death was rumour'd 
here. . 
lim. ſpread the flatt'ring tale, and ſent it hither ; 
babbling rumour, like a lying dream, 
it make belief more eaſy. Tell me, Othman 
yet I tremble to approach the theme, — 
fares my mother? does ſhe ſtill ſuſtain 
native greatneſs ? 
lm. Still: in vain the tyrant 
pts her to marriage, tho' with impious threats 
ezth or violation. 
im, May kind heav'n 
then her virtue, and by me reward it! 
n ſhall I ſee her, Othman ? 
Yet, my prince, 
able for o preſence. 


IW 


Selim, 
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[Lifting his turban. 


| why that ardent gaze? Thou canſt not doubt me? 


im. 1 wrench'd the dagger from him; and gave back 
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Sully thy virtue: tis the lot of guilt 
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Selim. Let not fear 2 


18 | 
Se, 
n ſec 
Brave 
ow 


To tremble. What hath innocence to do with fear, 
Othm. Vet think—ſhould Barbaroſa—— 
Selim. Dread him not 
Thou know'ſt, by his command, I ſee Zaphire. 


And wrapt in this diſguiſe, I walk ſecure, Or 
As if from heav'n ſome guardian pow'r attending, er 
Threw ten- fold night around me. Thou 
Orbe. Still my heart Sel, 

F orebodes ſome dire event !—O quit theſe walls! ho 
Selim. Not till a deed be done, which ev'ry tyrant e 
Shall tremble when he hears. Ot 
Othm. What means my prince? Jo ne 
Selim. To take juſt vengeance for a father's blood, f Se 

A mother's ſuff rings, and a people's groan. ind * 
Othm. Alas, my prince ! thy ſingle arm is weak Sell 
To combat multitudes. Oth; 
Selim. Therefore I come, nd g 
| Clad in this murd'rer's guiſe—Ere morning ſhines, lay re 
This, — died drink the tyrant's blood. nd al 
SHeaus a dag Selin 

O:hm. Heav'n ſhield thy precious life—Let caut 

rule lount: 
Thy headlong zeal ! | eneatl 
Selim. Nay, think not that I come ied ro 
Blindly impell'd by fury or deſpair : ole o 
For I have ſeen our friends, and Peng now Jet t 
From Sadi and Almanzor. | i Ow at 
| Othm. Say—what hope ? | fuſe t 
My ſoul is all attention. — _ - by fir; 
Selim. Mark me, then. ' peri] 
A choſen band of citizens this night Pp 


Will ſtorm the palace; while the glutted troops T ray 
Lie drench d in ſurfeit; the confed'rate city, | 
Bold thro” deſpair, have {worn to break their chain 

By one wide ſlaughter. I, meantime, have gain d 

The palace, and will wait th? appointed hour, 

To guard Zaphira from the tyrant's rage, 

Amid' the deathful uproar. 


nt 
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Othm, Heav'n protect thee— 
is dreadful—what's the hour 
Selim. I left our friends 
n ſecret council. Ere the dead of night 
rave Sadi will report their laſt reſolves.— 
low lead me to the queen.— | 
Othm. Brave prince, beware! 3 
er joy's or fear's exceſs, wou'd ſure betray thee. 
Thou ſhalt not ſee her, till the tyrant periſh! - 
Selim. I muſt.—I feel ſome ſecret impulſe urge me. 
ho knows that 'tis not the laſt parting interview, 
Ye ever ſhall obtain? | 
Othm. Then, on thy life, 
Jo not reveal thyſelf. —Afſume the name 
f Selim's friend; ſent to confirm her virtue, 
nd warn her that he lives. 
Selim. It ſhall be ſo: I yield me to thy will. 
Otbm. Thou greatly daring youth! may angels watch, 
nd guard thy upright purpoſe ! That Algiers 
lay reap the bleſſings of thy virtuous reign, 
nd all thy godlike Naber ſhine in thee! £ 
Selim. Oh, thou haſt rouz'd a thought, on which 
revenge — 
lounts with redoubled fire !—Yes, here, ev'n here 
eneath this very roof, my honor'd father 
ted round his bleſſings, till accurſed treach'ry 
ole on his peaceful hour! O, bleſſed ſhade ! 
yet thou hov'reſt oer thy once lov d clime, 
ow aid me to Tedreſs thy bleeding wrongs! 
fuſe thy mighty ſpirit into my breaſt, 
by firm and dauntleſs fortitude, 'unaw'd 
7 peril, pain, or death! that undiſmay'd, 
may purſue the juſt intent ; and dare 
[ bravely to revenge, or bravely die. 
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Beneath this hoſtile roof to court deſtruction! 


7 rp ˙ wm 
n 


ACTI 


Enter IRENE. 
AN air-drawn viſions mock the waking eye, 
Sure 'twas his image !—Yet, his preſence her 
After full rumour had confirm'd him dead !— 


It ſtaggers all belief! filent he ſhot | 
Athwart my view, amid' the glimmering lamps, He 
With ſwift and ghoſt-like ſtep, that ſeem'd to ſhun I Ml 


All human converſe. This way, ſure he mov'd. He 
But oh, how chang'd ! he wears no gentle ſmiles, Of 
But terror in his frown. He comes.—'Tis he— || * 
For Othman points him hither, and departs. 
Diſguis'd, he ſeeks the queen : ſecure, perhaps, Sho! 
And heedleſs of the ruin that ſurrounds him, L 7 
O generous Selim / can I ſee thee thus; of 
And not forewarn ſuch virtue of its fate! | 21 
Forbid it ratitude! ; "by 
Enter Selim. „ Fs 
Selim. Be ſtill, ye ſighs! Ire 
Ve ſtruggling tears of filial love, be ftill. | Se 
Down, down fond heart! Tre; 


Irene. Why, ſtranger, doſt thou wander here ? Sel; 
Selim. Oh, ruin ! [Shunning A mu 


Irene. Bleſt, is Irene] Bleſt if Selim lives ! Ires 
Selim. Am I betray'd ! [have 
Tiene. Betray'd ! ! to whom ? To her Sel; 
Whoſe grateful heart would ruſb on death to fave the 
Selim. It was my hope, | an I. 
That time had veil'd all ſemblance of my youth, Irene 
And thrown the maſk of manhood o'er my viſage. Flat v 
Am I then known? ine 
Irene. To none, but love oy me.— ow g] 
To me, who late beheld thee at Oraz ; 


Who ſaw thee here, beſet with unſeen peril, 


_ Ja 
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And flew to ſave the guardian of my honor. © 
Selim. Thou ſum of ev'ry worth! thou heav'n of 
ſweetneſs! 1 
How cou'd I pour forth all my ſoul before thee, | al 
In vows of endleſs truth !—It.muſt not be * i 
This is my deſtin'd goal The manſion drear, l 
Where grief and anguiſh dwell ! where bitter tears, 14 
And ſighs, and lamentations, choak the voice, 
And quench the flame of love! 
lrene. Yet, virtuous' prince, 4 
Tho' love be ſilent, gratitude may wok. | 
J Hear then her voice, which warns thee from theſe walls. 1 
Mine be the grateful taſk, to tell the queen, 
Her Selim lives. Ruin and death incloſe thee. 
O ſpeed thee hence, while yet deſtruction ſleeps ! 1 
At oh, heav'n! that Barba- - Ml 


Selim. When I do, "* el 
May heav'n pour down its righteous vengeance one? "il 
Irene. Hence! haſte thee, hence? _ W 
Selim. Wou'd it were poſſible! 1; 
Irene. What can prevent it? | a 
| 


Sclim. Too generous mai 

roſa i 

Shou'd be Trene's father. <2 0 
Irene. Injur'd prince! = 

Loſe not a thought on me! I know thy wrongs, = 
And merit not thy love. No, learn to hate me. i 
Or if Irene e er can hope fach kindneſs, "Fi 

Prſt pity, then forget me! 4 fl 


? Selim. Juſtice !. fate, and juſtice! 
ing og. murder'd father's wrongs ! 

Irene. Ah, prince, take heed! 

[have a father too! 

= 7.2 -; IR did I ſay ?—my father ?—not _ 1 
> the 'ther— 
an ] depart till I have ſeen Zaphira F— _ | 42.8 
Irene. Juſtice, ſaid'ſt thou? | ** 4 
hat word hath ſtruck me, like a peal of thunder? . |} 
ine eye, which wont to melt with gentle love, 
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ow glares with terror! thy approach by night | | 
id dark i thy looks, and fierce demeanor, 1 
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Treue. Forbid it heaven Vet I muſt fave a father! os 
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Yes, all conſpire to tell me, I am loft! * , 
Think, Selim, what Irene muſt indure, 7 
Shou'd ſhe be guilty of a father's blood! f 

Selim. A father's blood! : J 

Irene. Too ſure. In vain thou hid'ſt 7 
Thy dire intent! Forbid it, heav'n, rene 6 


Shou'd fee deſtruction hov'ring o'er her father, 6 
And not prevent the blow! | Th 
Selim. Is this thy love, _ 
Thy gratitude to him who ſav'd thy honour ? He 
Irene. Tis gratitude to him who gave me life: WI 


He who preſerv'd me claims the ſecond place. 


Selim. Is he not a tyrant, murderer? 
Irene. O ſpare my ſhame ! Iam his daughter ſtill! 
Selim. Woud'ſt thou become the partner of his crimes? 


Selim, Come on then. Lead me tohim. Glut thine 


eye Ce. 

With Selim's blood 1 On n 
Irene. Was e'er diſtreſs like mine! Her f 
O Selim can I ſee my father periſh !— | Sla 
Wou'd I had ne'er been born! [Weeps, Nn 
Selim. Thou virtuous maid ! Vf he 
My heart bleeds for thee ! | 0 hou 
Irene. Quit, O quit theſe walls! eli 
Heav'n will ordain ſome gentler, happier means, A 
7 


To heal thy woes! Thy dark attempt is big 
With horror and deſtruction! Generous prince! 
Reſign thy dreadful purpoſe, and depart !_ 

Selim. May not I fee Zaphira, ere I go? 
Thy gentle pity will not, ſure, deny us 


The mourntul pleaſure of a parting tear? per 
Trene. Go, then, and give her peace. But fly theſe Mad no 
walls, | Fill ſure 
As ſoon as morning ſhines :—elſe, tho' deſpair fault 
Drive me to madneſs ; - yet to fave a father !— 
O Selim ! ſpare my tongue the horrid ſentence !— 
Fly! ere deſtruction ſeize thee ! : [Exit Irene. Ks 


Selim. Death and ruin ! | 
Muſt I then fly ?—what !—Coward-like betray „gener 


el th 


: 


— 
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Danger looks big, to fear's deluded eye. | 
But courage, on the heights and ſteeps of fate, 
Dares ſnatch her glorious purpoſe from the edge 
Of peril : and while fick'ning caution ſhrinks, 
Or ſelf-betray'd, falls headlong down the ſteep ; 
Calm reſolution, unappal'd, can walk 
The giddy brink, ſecure. Now to the queen 
How ſhall I dare to, meet her thus unknown ! 
How ſtifle the warm tranſports of my heart, 
Which pants at her approach !—Who waits Zapbira f—- 


Enter a female Slave. 


Slave. Whence this i truſion, ſtranger ? at an hour 
Deſtin'd to reſt ? 1 
Selim. I come, to ſeek the queen, 
On matter of ſuch import, as may claim 
Her ſpeedy audience. , © | 
Slave. Thy requeſt is vain. . W 
en now the queen hath heard the mournful tale 
5. Pf her ſon's death, and drown'd in grief ſhe lies. 
hou canſt not ſee her. | 
Selim. Tell the queen, I come 
In meſſage from her dear, departed ſon; 
ind bring his laſt requeſt. 
Slave. I'll haſte to tell her. 

Vith all a mother's tend'reſt love ſhe'll fly, 
0 meet that name. [Exit Slave. 
delim. O ill- diſſembling heart !—My ev'ry limb 
rembles with grateful terror !—Wou'd to heav'n, 
had not come ! ſome look, or ſtarting tear, 
ill ſure betray me.—Honeft guile aſſiſt 
7 fault'ring tongue! 


Enter Zaphira. 


lath. Where is this pious ſtranger ?—— 
, generous youth, whoſe pity leads thee thus 
eek the weeping manſions of diſtreſs ! 

| B 2 80 
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My father, mother, friends? — Vain terrors, hence! 


Did 


* 


28 B ARB AR OS SA. 
D dſt thou behold in death my hapleſs ſon ? 
Didſt thou receive my Selim's parting breath? 
Did he remember me? TR 

Selim. Moſt honor'd queen! | 
Thy fon, —Forgive theſe guſhing tears, which flow 
To ſee diſtreſs like thine! 

Zaph. I thank thy pity! 


Tis generous thus to feel for others woe. a 
What of my fon ? Say, didſt thou ſee him die? N 
Selim. By Barbareſſas dread command I come, P 
To tell thee, that theſe eyes alone beheld 
Thy ſon expire. D 
Zaph. Oh heav'n !—my deareſt child! | Pe 
Selim. That ev'n in death, the pious youth :remem- | Fo 
| ber'd | Ca 
His royal mother's woes. * hac 
Zaph. Where, where was 1? | 0¹ 
Relentleſs fate that I ſhou'd be deny d | Y 
'The mournful privilege, to ſee him die! 
'To claſp him in the agony of death, Thy 
And catch his parting ſoul! O tell me all, [ ſay 
All that he ſaid and look'd : deep in my heart Le 
That I may treaſure ev'ry parting word, > 
& 


Each dying whiſper of my dear, dear ſon ? : Le 
Selim. Let not my words offend. What if he ſaid, Didſt 
Go, tell my hapleſs mother, that her tears | Sel, 


Have ftream'd too long: then bid her weep no more: Lophi, 
Bid her forget the huſſiand and the ſon, Zar 
In Barbaroſ/a's arms! | 0thara 

Zaph. G, falſe as hell! * | _ 1 
Thou art ſome creeping ſlave to Barbaroſa, n tri 


Sent to ſurprize my unſuſpecting heart! | 
Falſe flave, begone !—My fon betray me thus !— 
Cou'd he have &er conceiv'd fo baſe a purpoſe, - 
My griefs for him ſhou'd end in great diſdain !— 
But he was brave; and ſcorn'd a thought ſo vile! 
Wretched Zaphira ! how art thou become 
The ſport of ſlaves O griefs incurable! 
Selim. Vet hope for peace, unhappy queen] I 


May yet have end. 
| 25 


* 
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Zaph. Why weep'ſt thou crocodile ? . 9s 

'Fhy treach'rous tears are vain. 
Selim. My tears are honeſt. 

Lam not what thou think'ſt. 
 Zaph. Who art thou then! 1 
Selim. Oh, my full. heart !—I am—thy friend, anc | 


* 


[ come not to inſult but. heal thy woes. 
Now check thy heart's wild tumult, while I tell thee— 
Perhaps—thy ſon yet lives. 
Zaph. O gracious heav'n-! | 
Do I not dream? ſay, ſtranger, —didſt thou tel me, 
Perhaps my Selim lives? What do I aſk ? | 
a- | Fond, fond, and fruitleſs hope !—What mortal pow'r r 
Can e'er re- animate his mangled coarſe, 
Shoot life into the cold and ſilent tomb, 
Oi bid the ruthleſs grave give up its dead! 
Selim. O pow'fu nature, thou wilt ſure betray me! 
[ 4fde. 
Thy Selim lives: for ſince his rumour'd death, 
[ ſaw him at Oran. * if 
Zaph. Is not then, my Selim dead > DN 
Selim. He is not. | 
Zaph. Didſt thou not fay, thou ſaw f. my ſon expire ? 
1 Didſt not ev'n now relate his dying words ? 
Selim. It was an honeſt falſhood, meant to prove 
Laphira's unſtain'd virtue. 
Zaph. Why but Othman 
0:2:an affirm'd that my poor fon was dead: 
And I have heard, the murderer is come, 
In triumph o'er his dear and innocent blood. 
Selim. J am that murderer.— Beneath this guiſe 
[ſpread.th* abortive tale of Selim's death, 
And haply won the tyrant's confidence. 
Fence gain'd acceſs: and from thy Selim tell thee, 
lim yet lives; and honours all thy virtues. 
Zapb. O generous youth, who art thou ?—F rom 


omes ſuch exalted virtue, as dares give 
\ pauſe to _ like mine As dares approach, 
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And prop the ruin tott'ring on its baſe, ö 
Which ſelfiſh caution ſhuns Oh, ay art 
thou? 
Selim. A friendleſs your ſelf-baniſh'd with thy 
on 3 
Long his companion in diſtreſs and er 
One who rever'd thy worth in profp'rous days: 
And more reveres thy virtue in diſtreſs. 
Zaph. O tell me truly then——mock not my woes, 


| 
( 
J 
8 
But tell me truly, — does my Selim live? / 
Selim. He does, by heav'n ! 5 
V 
T 
A 


Zaph, And does he ſtil] remember 
His father's wrongs, and mine! 

Selim. He bade me tell thee, 
[| That in his heart indelibly are ſtamp'd R. 
His father's wrongs, and thine: That he but waits Bi 
1 Till awful juſtice may unſheath her ſword, 
11 And luſt and murder tremble at her frown | 


That till th' arrival of that happy hour, Inc 
1 Deep in his ſoul the hidden fire ſhall glow, An 
And his breaſt labour with the great revenge! Ye. 
Zapb. Eternal bleſſings crown my virtuous fon ! An 

I feel my heart revive! Here, peace once more Oe 

Begins to dawn. Ho! 

Selim Much honor'd queen, farewel. Are 


Zaph. Not yet. not yet; indulge a mothers Of 
love! And 
In thee, the kind companion of his griefs, 
Methinks I ſee my Selim ſtand before me. 
Depart not yet. A thouſand fond requeſts 


Croud on my mind. Waſhes, and pray'rs and tears, H. 

Are all J have to give. O bear him theſe! How 

Selim. Take comfort then; for know thy * Sa. 

o'erjoy'd O. 

| To reſcue thee, wou'd bleed at ev ry v vein Sel 

Bid her, he faid, yet hope we may be bleſt! And | 

| Bid her remember that the ways of heav'n, hin! 
Tho' dark, are juſt: That oft' ſome guardian pes r They 

Attends unſcen, to fave the innocent 7 All th 
Hut if high heav'n decrees our fall, —O bid her 7a Peril, 


Firm) 


44 


85 


lite 


ers 


1 


ſon, 


Firmly to wait the ſtroke ; prepar'd alike 


O ſpare my ſon Protect his tender years 
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To live or die! and then he wept, as I do. 
Zaph. O righteous heav'n! thou haſt at E 0'er- 
a) d 
My bitt reſt pangs; if my dear Selim "RY Ds 
And lives for me !—hear my departing pray'r ! [ Nueeli. 


Be thou his guide through dangers and diſtreſs ! 

Soften the rigours of his cruel exile, 

And lead him to his throne !—when I am gone, 

Bleſs thou his peaceful reign! oh, early bleſs him 

With the ſweet pledges of connubial love ; ; 

That he may win his virtue's juſt reward, 

And taſte the raptures which a parent's heart 

Reaps from a child like him] Not for myſelf, 

But my dear ſon,—accept my parting tears! 

[Exit —— 

Selim. dw: fwelling heart, | 

Indulge the luxury of grief! Flow tears! 

And rain down tranſport in the ſhape of ſorrow ! | 

Yes, I have ſooth'd her woes; have found her noble: 

And to have giv'n this reſpite to her Tauer. ö 

O'erpays all pain and peril !—Pow'rtul virtue! 

How infinite thy joys, when ev'n thy griefs 

Are pleaſing !—Thou, ſuperior to the frowns 

Of fate, can'ſt pour thy ſunſhine o'er the ſoul, 

And brighten woe to rapture! 


Enter Othman and Sadi. 1 


Honor'd fies f 
How goes the night ? 
Sadi. Tis well nigh midnight. 

Othm. What—in tears, my prince ? | 
Selim. But tears of joy: For I have ſeen Zaphira, 

And pour'd the balm of peace into her breaſt : | 
Think not theſe tears unnerve me, valiant friends: 
They have but harmoniz'd my ſoul ; and wak'd 
All that is man within me, to diſdain 
keril, or death. What tidings from che city p: 


B 4 Sadi. 
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Sadi. All, all is ready. Our confed'rate friends 

Burn with impatience, till the hour arrive. 

Selim. What is the ſignal of th' appointed hour? 
Sadi. The midnight watch gives ſignal of our meet-: 
ing: 

And when the ſecond watch of night is rung, 

The work of death begins. 

Selim. Speed, ſpeed ye minutes! 

Now let the riſing whirlwind ſhake Algiers, 

And juftice guide the ſtorm ! ſcarce two hours hence 
Sadi. Scarce more than one. | 
Selim. But as ye love my life, 

Let your zeal haften on the great event: 

The tyrant's daughter found, and knew me here; 


And half ſuſpects the cauſe, 


Othm. Too daring prince, 
Retire with us! her fears will ſure betray thee ! * 


Selim. What? leave my helpleſs mother, here, a 


prey | 
To cruelty and [uſt ?—T!! periſh firſt : 

This very night the tyrant threatens violence: 

Fil watch his ſteps : Il haunt him thro' the palace: 
And, ſhou'd he meditate a deed ſo vile, 

Fll hover o'er him like an unſeen peſtilence, 


And blaſt him in his guilt } 


Sadi. Intrepid prince ! 
Worthy of empire !—Yet accept my life, 
My worthleſs life: do thou retire with Ozhmax ; 


I will protect Zaphira. 


Selim. Think'ſt thou, Saal, 
That when the trying hour of peril comes, 
Selim will ſhrink into a common man ! 
Worthleſs were he to rule, who dares not clainr 
Pre-eminence in danger. Urge no more. 
Here ſhall my ſtation be: And if I fall, 
O friends, let me have vengeance !—Tel] me now, 
Where is the tyrant ? 


Othm. Revelling at the banquet. 
$:lim. Tis good. —Now tell me, how our pow'rs are 


deſtin'd ! : 
47 = Cad 


3 are 


Cad! 5 


Wilblead our brave confederates (all ſworn 


Reſerve the murd'rer to my juſt revenge; 


BARBAROSSA KG 
Sadi. Near ev'ry port, a ſecret band is poſted: 
By theſe the watchful centinels mutt periſn: 

The reſt is eaſy : for the glutted troops 

Lie drown'd in ſleep ; the dagger's cheapeſt prey. 
lmanzor, with his friends, will circle round 
The avenues of the palace. Othmas and I 


Jo conquer or to die) and burſt the gates 
Of this foul den. Then tremble Barbareſſa | 
Selim. Oh, how the near approach of this great 

hour 
Fires all my ſoul! But, valiant friends, I charge you, 


My poignard claims his blood. 

0 Forgive me, prince! 
Forgive my doubts !—'['hink—ſhou'd: the fair Irene 

Selim. Thy doubts are vain. I wou'd not ſpare the 

tyrant, | 
Tho' the ſweet maid lay weeping at my feet! 
Nay, ſhou'd he fall by any hand but mine; 
By heav'n, I'd think my honor'd father's blood 
Scarce half reveng'd ! my love indeed 1s Rrong! 
but love ſhall yield to juſtice! 

Fadi. Gallant prince! 

Bravely reſolv'd! 
Selim. But is the city quiet! . | 
Sadi. All, all is huſh'd. Throughout di empty 
ſtrects, Ss 
Nor voice, nor ſound. As if thi inhabitants, ; 
Like the preſaging herds that ſeck the covert 
Lre the loud thunder rowls, had inly felt 
And ſhun'd th' impending uproar. 

Othm. There is a ſolemn horror in the night too, 
That pleaſes me: A general pauſe thro' nature: 
The winds are huſh'd— 

Sadi. And as I paſs'd the beach, 
The lazy billow ſcarce cou'd laſh the ſhore : 
Nor ſtar peeps thro the firmament of heav'n 


B 5 


ARB A R- O- 8 K. 
Selim, And lo——where eaſtward, o'er the ſullen - 

| wave, | . 4 
The waining moon, depriv'd of half her orb, ( 
| Riſes in blood: Her beam, well-nigh extinct, i 
Ii Faintly contends with darkneſs 5 [Bell tali 1 
8 


Hark !—what meant 
That tolling bell ? 
= Othm. It rings the midnight watch. C 
1 Sadi. This was the ſignal B 
| Come, Onan, we are call'd : the paſſing minutes C 
x 
1 


Chide our delay: brave Othman, let us hence. 
28 Selim. One laſt embrace nor doubt, but crown(d 


with glory, | I 

We ſoon ſhall meet again. But oh, remember R 

1 Amid' tumult's rage, remember mercy ! M 
. Stain not a righteous cauſe with guiltleſs blood! ; * 
8 Warn our brave friends, that we unſheath the ſword, 8 
Not to deſtroy, but fave! nor let blind zeal, FT 
8 Or wanton cruelty, er turn its edge 'F 
; On age or innocence ! or bid us ſtab, FE 
Where the moſt pitying angel in the ſkies In 


78 That now Jocks on ns from his bleſt abode, 
Wou'd wiſh that we ſhou'd ſpare. 
Orth. So may we proſper, 
| As mercy ſhall direct us! 
Selim. Farewel, friends! 
Saat. Intrepid prince, farewel! 
| ait Othman and Sad 
Selim. Now ficep and ſilence | 
Brood o'er the city.— IT he devoted centinel 
Now takes his lonely ſtand; and idly dreams, 
| Of that to-morrow, which ſhall never come! 
1 In this dread interval, O bufy thought, 
x From outward things deſcend into thyſelf ! 
Search deep my heart! bring with thee awful con 
ſcience, | | 
And firm reſolve ! that in th' approaching hour 
Of blood and korror, I may ftand unmov'd, 
Nor fear to ſtrike where juſtice calls, nor dare 


* 7 L 
* 
« lh hs 44 oe ne 
N * >. 4 * 
. * d. 


— = 6-43 


2 A 
rr 441442 


f g | 
£ 
„ 


* 


len 


tolls, 


wn'd 


Sad! 


con 


Ti 


But in th? unhallow'd murderer's diſguiſe, 
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To ſtrike where ſhe forbids - Why bear I then | 
This dark, inſidious dagger ?—Tis the badge A 
Of vile aſſaſſins; of the coward hand  - 
That dares not meet its foe !—Deteſted thought! 
Yet,—as foul luſt and murder, tho' on thrones 
Triumphant, till retain their hell-born quality; 
So juſtice, groaning beneath countleſs wrongs, 
Quits not her ſpotleſs and celeſtial nature; 


Can ſanctify this ſteel} _ | | 
Then be it ſo:—Witneſs, ye pow'rs of heav'n, 
That not from you, but from the murd'rer's eye, 
I wrap myſelf in night To you I ſtand 
Reveal'd in noon-tide day !—Oh, cou'd I arm 

My hand with war! Then like to you, array'd 

In ſtorm and fire, my ſwift-avenging thunder 
Shou'd blaſt this tyrant. But ſince fate denies 
That privilege, IIl ſeize on what it gives: 

Like the deep-cavern'd earthquake, burſt beneath him, 
And whelm his throne, his empire, and himſelr, 
In one prodigtous ruin! 
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ACT Iv; 


Enter TRENE and ALADIN. 


InENE. 


UT didſt thou tell him, Mas, my fears 
Brook no delay ? 

Alad. I did. 

Irene. Why comes he not! 
Oh, what a dreadful dream — Twas ſurely more 
Than troubled fancy: never was my foul 
Shook with ſuch hideous phantoms !—Still he lingers! 
Return, return: and tell him that his daughter 
Dies, till ſhe warn him of his threatning ruin! 

Alad. Behold, he comes. 


Enter Barbaroſſa. 


Barb. Thou bane of all my joys! 
Some gloomy planet ſurely rul'd thy birth! 
Ev'n now thy ill-tim'd fear eas the banquet, 


1 And damps the feſtal hour. 


Irene. Forgive my fear! 
Barb. What fear, what phantom hath peſſeſs d thy 
brain? 
Irene. Oh guard thee from the terrors of this night. 
For terror lurks unſeen. 
Barb. What terror ? ſpeak! 
Wou' dſt thou unman me into female weakneſs ?— 
Say, what thou dread'ſt, and why? I have a ſoul 
To meet the blackeſt dangers undiſmay d. | 
Irene. Let not my father check wi th ſtern rebuke 
The warning voice of nature. For ev'n now. 
Retird 


[Exit Aladin. 
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thy 
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Merciful heav'n, inſtru me what to do! | | þ 
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Retir'd to reſt, ſoon as I clos'd mine eyes, | f 
A horrid viſion roſe - Methought I ſaw. j 
Young Selim riſing from the ſilent tomb: + ot 
Mangled and bloody was his coarſe : his hair 
Clotted with gore; his glaring eyes on fire! 
Dreadful he ſhook a dagger in his hand. 

By ſome myſterious pow'r he roſe in air. 
When lo,—at his command, this yawning roof 
Was cleft in twain, and gave the phantom entrance !- | 
Swift he deſcended with terrific brow, | 
Ruſh'd on my guardleſs father at the banquet, 


ab c 


And plung'd his furious dagger in thy breaft! 


Barb. Wow dſt thou appal me by a brain- ſick viſion ?-. 
Get thee to reſt. Sleep but as ſound till morn. | 
As Selim in his grave ſhall ſleep for ever, 
And then no haggard dreams ſhall ride thy fancy! 

Irene. Vet hear me, deareſt father! 

Barb. To th y couch! 

Provoke me not.— 1 
Irene. What ſhall J ſay, to move him! 1 


Enter Aladin. 


Barb. What mean thy looks ?—why doſt thou gaze 
 ſowildly?® 5 
Alad. J haſted to inform thee, that ev'n now, 
Rounding the watch; I met the brave Abaalla, 
breathleſs with tydings of a rumour dark, | 
Which runs throughout the city, that young Selim 
ls yet alive | tt | 
Barb, May plagues conſume the tongue 
That broach'd the falſhood !—'Tis not poſſible . 
What did he tell thee further ? - e 
Alad. More he ſaid not: 
dave only, that the ſpreading rumour wak'd 
a ſpirit of revolt. 0 
lrene. O gracious father — 
Barb. The rumour lies. And, yet, your coward 


fears 5 
= In fed 


To him to all— Thou think ſt I rave; yet true 
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Infect me !—What !—ſhall I be terrify d 
By midnight viſions ?—Can the troubled brain 
Of ſleep out-ſtretch the reaſon's waking eye ? 
III not believe it. * 

Alad. But this gath'ring rumour— 


'Think but on that, my lord! 


Barb. Infernal darkneſs | 
Swallow the ſlave that rais'd it !—Yet, I'll do 


What caution dictates. Hark thee, Aladin— ] 
Slave, hear my will.—See that the watch be doubled! 
Seek out this ftranger Achmet ; and forthwith - ( 
Let him be brought before me. FFV 
Irene. O my father! * 
I do conjure thee, as thou lov'ſt thy life, R 
Retire, and truſt thee to thy faithful guards E 
See not this Achmet / Wo | A 
Barb. Not ſee him ?—Death and torment !— H 
Think'ſt thou, I fear a ſingle arm that's mortal? of 


Not ſee him ?—PForthwith bring the ſlave before me.— II 
If he prove falſe, —if hated Selim live, 
Fil heap ſuch vengeance on him ) 
Jrene. Mercy ! mercy ! Ril 
Berb. Mercy, — To whom? 
Irene. To me: —and to thyſelf: 


My viſions are, as ever prophet utter'd, 
When heaven inſpires his tongue! 
Barb. Ne'er did the moon- ſtruck madman rave with 


dreams | 
More wild than thine Get thee to reſt ; e'er yet 
Thy folly wake my rage.—Call 4chmet hither. s 
Irene. Thus proſtrate on my knees! — O ſee him 52 
not. | 
Selim is dead :—indeed the rumour lies IF T de 


There is no danger near :—Or, if there be, 
Achmet is innocent! | 

Barb. Off, frantic wretch! a 
This ideot-dream hath turn'd her brain to madneſs ? 
Hence—to thy chamber, till returning reaſon _ 
Hath calm d this tempeſt. —On thy duty hence 


> 
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Tirene. Vet hear the voice of caution Cruel fate! 
What have I done !—Heay'n ſhield my deareſt father! 
Heav'n ſhield the innocent !—Undone Irene ] 

Whate'er th' event, thy doom is miſery. [Exit Irene. 
Barb. Her words are wrapt in darkneſs. — Aladin, 

Forthwith ſend Achmet hither —Mark him 2 — 
His countenance and — Then with f 
Double the centinels. 1 en it Aladin. 
Infernal guilt ! 

Ho doſt thou riſe in ev'ry hideous flaws, 
Of rage and doubt, ſuſpicion and deſpair, 
To rend my foul! more wretched far than they, 
Made wretched by my crimes Why did I not 
Repent, while yet my crimes were delible ! 
Ere they had ſtruck their colours thro' my ſoul, 
As black as night or hell !—"T1s now too late !— 
Hence then, ye vain Repinings !—Take me all, 
Unfeeling guilt! O baniſh, if thou canſt, 

— I This fell remorſe, and ev'ry fruitleſs fear ! 
Be this my giory,—to be great in evil! 
To combat my own heart, and, ſcorning conſcience, . 
Rite to exalted crimes ! 


Enter Selim. 


Come 1 ſlave ;— : 

Hear me, and tremble —Art thou what thou ſeem "2 

Selim. Ha !— 1 

Barb. Do'ſt thou pauſe ?—By hell, the ſlave's con- 
founded! 3 

Selim. That Barbaroſſa ſhou'd ſuſpect my truth! _ | 

Barb. Take heed ! for by the hov'ring powre of ven- 

ene, 

EI do find thee treach'rous, I will Joo thee + 

To death and torment, ſuch as human thought 

Ne'er yet conceiv'd ! thou com'ſt beneath the guiſe 

Of Selim's murderer. Now tell me :—lIs not 

„ That Selim yet alive? 


delim. Selim alive! 


Barb. Perdition on thee ! doſt thou echo me! 
infwer me quick, or die! [Draws his 2 


' 

: 1 
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6, = * 7 


Iren 


I will have deeper inquiſition made: 


And drag to light his falſhood. 
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Selim. Ves, freely ſtrike.— 


Already haſt thou giv'n the fatal wound, 
And pierc'd my heart with thy unkind ſuſpicion ! RL 


Oh, cou'd my dagger find a tongue, to tell 


How deep it drank his blood !—But ſince thy doubt be 
Thus wrongs my zeal, — Behold my breaſt — ſtrike 


here— h 

For bold is innocence. Let 

Barb. I ſcorn the taſk.  FPuts up his dagger. 7 

Time ſhall decide thy doom. Guards, mark me well. Pla 

See that ye watch the motions of this ſlave: 8 
And if he meditates t' eſcape your eye, 

Let your good ſabres cleave him to the chine. Nuo. 


- Selim. I yield me to thy will, and when thou know'ſt Z, 

That Selim lives, or ſeeſt his hated face, | 

'Then wreak thy vengeance on me. „% be 
Barb. Bear him hence.— Ba 

Vet, on your lives, await me within call.— 


fear 

| gel 
[Exeunt Selim and guard f m) 
Call Zaphira. . [Exit à Slaveſntif 
If Selim lives—then what is Barbareſſa? e'er 
My throne's a bubble, that but floats in air, I pc 
Till marriage-rites declare Zaphira mine.— ck a 
Fool that Jam! to wait the weak effects 8” ye 


Haply ſome witneſs may confront the ſlave, * 


Of flow perſuaſion : when unbounded pow'r Ir ſhe 
Can give me all I wiſh !—Slave, hear my will, — Who 
Fly. — bid the prieſt prepare the marriage-rites. © dil 
Let incenſe riſe to heav'n; and choral ſongs F he 
Attend Zaphira to the nuptial bed. [Exit Slavgound 
Iwill not brook delay.—By love and vengeance, barb, 
This hour decides her fate! . "= 

| s 0 N0 

Enter Zaphira. ant of 

Well, haughty fair,— 3 2 

Hath reaſon yet ſubdu'd thee ? Wilt thou hear ub. 


The voice of love? 


Zaph. Why doſt thou vainly urge me? 


| 5 5 11 
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Thou know'ſt my fix'd reſolve. 
Barb. Can aught but * 
Ruſh on perdition? | 
| Zap Therefore ſhall no pow'r 
er make me thine. 
ke Barb. Nay, ſport not with my rage: 
ho' von ſuſpected flave affirms him dead; 
let rumour whitpers, that young Selim lives. . 
zer. Zap. Cou'd 1 but think him fo! my earneſt pray'r 
II. Piau'd riſe to heav'n, to keep him far from thee ! 
Barb. Therefore, leſt treach'ry undermine my 
pow'r, 
now, that thy final hour of choice is come! 


Zaph. J have no choice.— Think 'ſt thou I Cer will 


wit 
wed 
he murderer of my lord ? 
Barb. Take heed, raſh queen ! 
ell me thy laſt reſolve. 
Zaph. Then hear me heav'n! 
fear all ye pow'rs that watch o'er innocence!” 
gels of light! and thou, dear honor'd ſhade 
my departed lord, attend! while nere 
ratify with vows my laſt reſolve! 
cer I wed this tyrant murderer, 
| pollute me with this horrid union, 
ck as adultery or damned inceſt, _ | 
Wy ye, ye miniſters of heav'n, depart, | 
Ir ſhed your influence on the guilty ſcene 
horror blacken all our days and nights! 
'F diſcord light the nuptial torck! and riſing 
hell, may ſwarming fiends in triumph how] 
+ JavYound th accurſed bed! | 
arb. Begone, remorſe F— 
uds do your office: drag her to the altar t 
ed not her tears, or cries, What? dare ye doubt? 
ant obey my bidding ;—or, by hell! 
nent and death fhall overtake. you all! 
LY OP [Guards go to ſeize Zaphira. 
ph. *O ſpare me !—heav'n protect me !—O my 


ſon, 
. Wert 


dard. 


Slave 


Let that extort the ſecrets of his heart. 


And torments are my doom.— Vet, ere I die, 
TI firike thy ſoul with horror. —OF, vile habit! Bars. 
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Wert thou but here, to ſave thy helpleſs mother !— 
What ſhall I do!—Undone, undone Zapbira ?- 


Enter Selim. 


Selim. Who call'd on Achmet !—Did not Barbaroſa + 

Require me here ? | A 
Barb. Oftcious ſlave, retire ! 

I call'd thee not. 

Zaph. O kind and gen'rous ſtranger, lend thy aid! 
O reſcue me from theſe impending horrors ! 
Heav'n will reward thy pity ! | 

Barb. Drag her hence! 

Selim. Pity her woes, O mighty Barbaroſſa ! 
Barb. Rouze not my vengeance, ſlave! 
Selim. Oh, hear me, hear me! 

Barb. Curſe on thy forward zeal !— 

Selim. Yet, yet have mercy. | 1 855 

| | [ Lays Bold of Barbaroſſa's garmeiffler 

Barb. Prefuming ſlave, begone! - {Sr:#es Selin Ba, 

Selim. Nay then, —die tyrant. 85 

[ Niſes, and aims to ſtab Barbaroſſa. Ibis 

7 Barbaroſſa wrefls his dagger from bi Za 

Barb. Ah, traitor, have I caught thee.— Hold Si 
forbear— | FE] | 9 5 

[To guards who offer to kill Sel 

Kill him not yet, —I will have greater vengeance.— 

Perfidious wretch, who art thou? Bring the rack: 


hold 


roftra 
plead 
ear, 
et, ye 
eproac 


Selim. Thy impious threats are loſt! I know ti 
. death | 


Let me emerge from this dark cloud that hides me, by, t. 


And make my ſetting glorious!—If thou dart, ther 
Now view me Hear me, tyrant !—white with voidrouze | 
More dreadful than of thunder, I proclaim, belim. 
That he who aim'd the dagger at thy heart, w 
Is Selim! © FE eee on 
Zaph. O heavn! my fon! my ſon! 18 cowa 

E 8. 


B ARB AR OS 8 A. 43 
Selim. Unhappy mother! [ Runs to embrace her. 
Barb. Tear them aſunder. [Guards ſe eparate them. 
Selim. Barb'rous, barb'rous rufhans ! 
Barb. Slaves, ſeize the traitor. 
[They offer to ſeize Lie. 
Ja Selim. Off, ye vile daves! I am your king! —retire, 
And tremble at my frowns! That is the traitor; 
That is the murd'rer, tyrant, raviſher: ſeize him, 
And do yonr country right! 8 
Barb. Ah, coward dogs! 
Start ye at words !—or ſeize him, or by hell, 


d! 


Selim, "Tis done—Dolt thou revive, unhappy queen! 

Now arm thy ſoul with patience ! 
Zaph. My dear ſon 

nero I then live, once more to ſee my Selim — 

ut oh—to ſee thee thus !— Leda... 

| Selim. Canſt thou behold 

emul#{cr ſpeechleſs agonies, and not relent! 

Sela Barb. At length revenge is mine —dlaves, 1500 her 
hence! 

his hour ſhall crown my love. 

Zaph. O mercy, mercy ! 

Selim. Lo! Barbaroſſa! thou at length haſt con- 

quer'd! 
hold a hapleſs prince, oerwhelm'd with woes, 


roſtrate before thy feet Not for myſelf 
plead !—Yes, plunge the dagger in my breaſt } 

ear, tear me piecemeal! But, O ſpare Zaphira:;— 

et, yet relent ! force not her matron honour ! 

proach not heav'n ! 

Barb. Have I then bent thy pride ? 

by, this is conqueſt ev'n beyond my hope !— 

e there, thou ſlave! lie till Zapbhira's cries 

ouze thee from thy poſture ! . 8 
lelim. Doſt thou inſult my griefs? —unmanly 
wretch !— : 


8 
9 A 
he fa 


coward limbs, to this diſhoneſt poles | 


his dagger ends you all. — hey ſeize *. 


= : 


ſe on the fear that cou'd betray my limbs, [R. fg. | 
„ 


IT 
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Her to the altar :—Se/im to his fate. 


Farewel! farewel for ever! 
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Long have I ſcorn'd, I now defy thy pow'r. 
Barb. T'll put thy boaſted virtue to the trial. — _ Mo 


Slaves, bear him to the rack. | 2 

Zeph. O ſpare my fon! ak | 4 
Sure filial virtue never was a crime ! 

Save but, my ſon I- yield me to thy wiſh! - Pf 


What da 1 ſay !— The marriage vow—OQO horror J. et 


This hour ſhall make me thine!— 
Selim. What! doom thyſelf 
The guilty partner of a murderer's bed, 
Whole hands yet reek with thy dear huſband's blood! A 
To be the mother of deſtructive tyrants, B 
The curſes of mankind !—By heav'n, I ſwear, 4, 
The guilty hour that gives thee to the arms 
Of that deteſted murderer, fhall end 


This hated life !— _— 
_ Barb. Or yield thee, or he dies !— Kon 
Zapb. The conflicts paſt. —1 will reſume his 
greatneſs: 4. 
We'll bravely die, as we have liv'd, with honour! . fle { 


[Embracin 
Selim. Now, tyrant, pour thy fierceſt fury on us: 
Now ſee, deſpairing guilt! that virtue ſtill _ 


Shall conquer, tho in ruin. 
Barb. Drag them hence: 


Vf de 


Zaph. O Selim! O my ſon — Thy doom is death! 


Wou'd it were mine ow I 
Selim. Wou'd I cou'd give it thee! tplor 
Is there no means to fave her! lend, ye guards, wall. J 
Ye miniſters of death, in pity lend ow f 
Your ſwords, or ſome kind weapon of deftruQtion et 5-/ 
Sure the moſt mournful boon, that ever fon tir me 
Aſk'd for the beſt of mothers! 3 2 Vith.n 
Laph. Deareſt Selim! ke mi 

| Barb. TIl hear no more. Guards, bear them to theſic {tr 
fate. [Guards forma the ence, 


Selim. One laſt embrace! | une is 


[Guards fruggle with 4 
| # 


. 
\ 
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Zaph. One moment yet!—Pity a mother's pangs!— 

O Seile ©. : | | | 8 
belim. O my mother! [RExeunt Selim and Zaphira. 
Barb. My deareſt hopes are blaſted !—What is 

pow'r ; | 4 | 

If ſtubborn virtue thus out-foar its flight ! 

et he ſhall die.— and ſhe— 


Euter Aladin. 


1!—j 4/24. Heav'n guard my lord! 

| Barb. What mean'ſt thou, Aladin? . 

Alad. A ſlave arrived, 

Foys that young Selim lives: nay, ſomewhere lurks 

ithin theſe walls. | 

Barb. The lurking traitor's found, 

onvicted, and diſarm'd. —Ev'n now he aim'd 

ml his dagger-at my heart. 

Alad. Audacious traitor ! | | 

he ſlave ſays further, that he brings thee tidings 

xcingÞt dark conſpiracy, now hov'ring o'er us: 

sad claims thy private ear. 

Barb. Of dark conſpiracy ? 

here ?—Among whom? 

Alad. The ſecret friends of Selim, 

ho nightly haunt the city. 

Barb. Curſe the traitors ! | 

ow ſpeed thee A/adin.—Send forth our ſpies: 

xplore their haunts. For, by th' infernal pow'rs, 

wil let looſe my rage.— The furious lion 

ow foams indignant, ſcorning tears and cries. 

et delim forthwith die—Come, mighty vengeance.) 

ir me to cruelty ! the rack ſhall groan 

Vith.new-born horrors !—I will 115 forth, 

le midnight peſtilence.! my breath ſhall ſtrew 

o the he ſtreets: with dead; and havock ſtalk in gore. 

tleſfflence, pity—Feed the milky thought of babes: 
ine is of bloodier hue. = 
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S Geesssss 


ACT v. 


Enter BARBAROSSA and ALAD IX. 


BARBAROSSA. 


en 
1 S the monk doubled ? are the gates ſecur d eer 
Againſt ſurprize ? ow þ 
Alad. They are, and mock th' attempt 
Of force or treachery. 
Barb. This whiſper'd rumour 
Of dark conſpiracy, on further inqueſt, 
Seems but a falſe alarm. Our ſpies, ſent out, 
And now return'd from ſearch, affirm that ſleep War 
Has wrap'd the city. hom 
Alad. But while Selim lives, | 12 
Deſtruction lurks within the palace walls; Pienc 


Nor bars, nor centinels can give us ſafety. . 
Barb. Right, Aladin. His hour of fate DOE | trai 

How goes the night? dage 
Alad. The ſecond watch 1s near. rene. 
Barb. Tis well: —Whene'er it rings the traitor dies. 

So hath my will ordain'd—TF1I ſeize th' occaſion, 

While I may fairly plead my life's defence. Pu dſt 
Alad. True: for he aim'd his dagger at thy heart. Hud h: 
Barb. He did. Hence juſtice, uncompell'd, ſha e nob! 

ſeem gen'r. 

To lend her ſword, and do ambition's work. arb. 
Alad. His bold reſolves have ſteel d Zaphira's breaſt th 


Againſt thy love: thence he deſerves to die. aſe pe 
Barb. And death's his doom.— Vet, firſt the rac 0 foug 

' ſhall rend e. C 

Each ſecret from his heart ; unleſs he gire . arb. ©) 
Zaphira to my arms, by marriage-vows, | 7/200 


With full conſent, ere yet the ſecond watch 


/ 
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yet wou'd win her love! haſte, ſeek out Othman: 

o, tell him, that deſtruction and the ſword 

ang o'er young Selim's head, if ſwift compliance 

ead not his pardon. [Exit Aladin. 
bborn fortitude ! 

Jad he not interpos'd, ſucceſs had crown'd 

love, now hopeleſs. — Then let vengeance ſeize him. 


Enter Irene. 


lene. O night of horror!—Hear me, honor'd father! 


cer /rene's peace was dear to thee, 

w hear me! | 

Barb. Impious! dar'ſt thou diſobey ? 
not my ſacred will ordain thee hence? 
t thee to reſt ; for death is ſtirring here. 
Irene. O fatal words! by ev'ry ſacred tye, 
Fall the dire decree !— | 
Barb. What wou'dſt thou ſay ? 
hom plead for ? 
fene. For a brave unhappy prince, 
tenc'd to die. : 
Barb. And juftly But this hour, 
e traitor half fulfill'd thy dream, and aim'd 
dagger at my heart. 
ene. Might pity plead ! 
Barb. What !—plead for treachery ? 
ne. Yet pity might beſtow a milder name. 
rdſt thou not love the child, whoſe fortitude _ 
u'd hazard life for thee ?—Oh, think on that 
e noble mind hates not a virtuous foe: 
zen'rous purpoſe was to ſave a mother! 


lies. 


thou, - 
oe perfidy wou'd fave the dark aſſaſſin, 


we. Oh, never, till thy mercy ſpare my. Selim! 
arb. Thy Selim! — Thine? 
me. Thou know'ſt by gratitule 


1] for h Cn wet 


arb. Damn'd was his purpoſe: and accurſt art 


0 ſought thy father's life Hence, from my ſight. 


He's 


* e 2 * ks . 
— my ws; 
* 
gw 
4 
"X y 4 
= , 


Ev'n to his heart !—Perdition catch thy falſhood! 


Convey the frantic ideot from my preſence: 


Hear thy expiring groans !—O horror! horror! 
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He's mine. Had not his generous hand redeem'd me, I 
What then had been Irene? Ss 

Barb. Faithleſs wretch ! Fo 
Unhappy father ! whoſe perfidious child h In 
Leagues with his deadlieſt foe ; and guides the dagger 


And is it thus, a thanklefs child repays me, | 
For all the guilt in which I plung'd my ſoul, Hal 
To raiſe her to a throne ! 
Irene. O ſpare theſe words, 

More keen than daggers to my bleeding heart! 
Let me not live ſuſpeted !—Deareſt father !—_ 
Behold my breaſt! write thy ſuſpicions here : 
Write them in blood; but ſpare the gen'rous youth N 


Who ſav'd me from diſhonour ! | Be 


Barb. By the pow'rs 5 
Of great revenge: thy fond intreaties ſeal _ 
His inſtant death.— In him, Pl] puniſh thee.— 
Away! . 

Irene. Vet hear me! ere my tortur'd ſoul 
Ruſh on ſome deed of horror! | 

Barb. Seize her, guards.— 
See that ſhe do no violence on herſelf. = 

Irene. O Selim! generous youth !-—how have 

fears | Fs Bar 

Betray'd thee to deſtruQtion !—Slaves, unhand me l- 47, 
Think ye, I'II live to bear theſe pangs of grief, 
Theſe horrors that oppreſs my tortur'd foul ?—- 
Inhuman father !—Generous, injur'd youth I 
Methinks I fee thee ſtretch'd upon the rack, 


Vhat ſhall I do to fave him !—Vain, alas! 

Vain are my tears and pray'rs —At leaſt, Tl! die. 
Death ſhall unite us yet! [Exit Irene and gua 
. Borb. O torment, torment! 
Ev'n in the midſt of pow'r !—the vileſt ſlave 
More happy far than I!—The very child, 
Whom my love cheriſh'd from her infant years, 
Conſpires to blaſt my peace! — O falſe ambition, = 
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ne, Thou lying phantom ! whither haſt thou lur'd me! | 
Ev'n to this giddy height; where now I ſtand, 
Forſaken, comfortleſs ! with not a friend 
In whom my ſoul can truft! | N ee 
Ser d : N } | 
Enter Aladin. 10:2) 80 


Haſt thou ſeen Othman ? | 
e will not, ſure, conſpire qunt my Peace, 
4lad. He's fled my lord. I dread ſome lurking ruin, 
he centinel on watch ſays, that he paſs d 
he gate, ſince midnight, with an unknown friend: 
And as they paſs'd, Othman in whiſpers ſaid, 
th, Now farewel, bloody tyrant.“ 


Barb. Slave, thou lyſt! S | _ 


He did not dare to fay it. Or, if he did, 
ernicious ſlave, why doſt thou wound my ear 
dy the foul repitition? - Gracious pow'rs, 

et me be calm - O my diſtracted Soul l= 

ow am I rent in pieces ;—Orhman fled !— | 
hy then may all bell's curſes follow him! :; 
hat's to be done? ſome miſchief lark udſcers, . 


Alad. Prevent it then 70 F: E - 

Barh By Selim's inſtant death== - i 517 6 
ve Had. Ay, doubtleſs. d 4115 £4.26 

Barb. Is the rack prepar'd ? 1 [51233 2 


Alad. Tis ready. 1 er 
long the ground he lies, darvhelm'd with case 

he minifters of death ſtand round ; and wait 8 
by laſt command. n (1307 oat 
Barb. Once more ÞT'll try to band; 8 
ls ſtubborn ſoul. Conduct me forthwith to kim: : 

id if he now diſdain my profer d ann & 
ruction Wann him! LE, 


3 


rack. . 


2 * £ 
25 
« + 


uw, 


Selim. aL you, friends, PRO 33 $ i» 3 | : 4 EL a I * 
ſhen I am dead, let not indignity 2 
D Inſalt' 


1 


lim 4; ſcower d in . executioner, ien, &c. and IN 


* ©” Per Wn 
a 
1 
— n - 1 4. * * by — 
2 ha r MW ame — AD00®'> Pond — 


LD 
rr 
N 


* _”— Py 
4 
II EY, 
BT * 
Bart Amon 3 


"wk," 4 
” 2 
* — — Y . 


rc dE cs.” .- 


Io queſtion heav'n. Th' intent, a; not the deed 


\ 


5. BARBAROSSA. 


Relent, and fave Zaphira For the bell 


Inſult theſe poor remains. See them interr d 
Cloſe by my father's tomb! I aſk no more. 
Officer. They thall 

Selim. "ng goes the night ? 

Officer. Thy hour of fate, 
The ſecond watch is near. 

Selim. Let it come on; | 
I am prepar'd. * Wu 


Enter Barbaroſſa. 


Barb. So—raiſe him from the ground, — 
[T hey raiſe him, 
Perfidious boy! Behold the juſt rewards 
Of guilt and treachery !—Didft thou not give 
Thy forfeit life, whene'er I ſhould behold 
Selim's deteſted face? 
Selim. Then take it, tyrant. 
Barb. Did# thou not aim thy dagger at my my ; 
Selim. I did. — 


Barb. Vet heav'n defeated thy intent ; k Se, 
And fav'd me from the dagger. | 
Selim. Tis not ours, 00. 


Is in our pow'r : and therefore who dares greatly, Kh... 
Does greatly. | 
Barb. Yet bethink thee, ſtubborn. boy, 
What horrors now ſurround thee— 
Selim. Think'ſt thou, A : 
I came ſo ill prepar'd ?—Thy rage is weak, 
Thy torments pow'rlets o'er the Rhady mind : 
He who cou'd bravely dare, can bravely ſuffer. 
Barb. Yet, lo, I come, by pity led, to ſpare thee. 


Ev'n now expects the centinel, to toll 
The ſignal of thy death. 

Selim. Let guilt like thine 
Tremble at death: I ſcorn his darke*®: frown. 
Hence, tyrant, nor prophane my dying hour! 
Barb. Then take thy wiſh. Bl 
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There goes the fatal knell. | 

Thy fate is ſeal'd—Not all thy mother's tears, 

Nor pray'rs, nor eloquence of grief, ſhall ſave thee, 

From inſtant death. Yet ere th' aſſaſſin die, 
et torment wring each ſecret from his heart. 

"The traitor Orhman's fled; Conſpiracy | 
 ELucks in the womb of night, and threatens ruin. 
WSpare not the rack, nor ceaſe, till it extort 

The lurking treaſon ; ; and this murd'rer call 
On death, to end his woes. [Exit Barbaroſſa. 


Begin the work of death what! bound with cords, 
hin Ike a vile criminal, valiant friends, 
Wen will ye give me VEngaamte | 


Enter Irene. 


Irene. Stop, 0 ſtop! 
fl old your accurſed hands On me, on me, 

te Pour all your torments !—How ſhall I approach thee ! 
_ guiltleſs : 

hen let me take thee to my heart, thou beſt, 

loſt amiable of women 

Irene. Rather curſe me, 

the betrayer of thy virtue! 

Selim. Ah! 


thee ! 
hus falling at thy feet! may I but hope | 
or pardon ere I die! 

Selim. Hence, to thy father! 

Irene. Never, O never !—Crawling in the auſt, 

claſp thy feet, and bathe them with my tears 

read me to earth! I never will complain 

ut my laſt breath ſhall bleſs thee ! 

Selim, Lov'd Jrene ! | 
Nhat hath my fury done ? 
Irene, Indeed, 'twas hard! 
oF" | was born to ſorrow! 


all 
6 te 


hee. 


Selim. Come on then. [T hey bind him. 


Selim... Theſe are thy father s gifts! — Let thou art 


lrene. Twas I my fears, my frantic ſoars bed —— 


9 
| 
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Selim. Melt me not. | A 
J cannot bear thy tears; They quite unman me! 
Forgive the tranſports of my rage! S⸗ 
Irene. Alas! | And 
The guilt is mine. Canſt thou forgive thoſe fears I Whi 
That firſt awak'd ſuſpicion in my father! _ That 
Thoſe fears that have undone thee !-——Heav'n is witneſs A. 
They meant not ill to thee! The 
Selim. None; none, Irene] | The « 
No; 'twas the generous voice of filial love : They 
That, only, prompted thee to fave a father. Of 
Yes; from my inmoſt ſoul I do approve ollow 
That virtue which deſtroys me. | 
Irene. Canſt thou, then, eli. 
Forgive and pity me? . en. 


Selim. I do, — 1 do: 


Irene. On my knees, 3 Selin 
Thus let me thank thee, generous, injur'd prince! |} 
Oh earth and heav'n ! that ſuch unequal'd worth nd w 


Irene. 
Selim. 
ho mi 
lrene. 

Selim 
eli an. 

in Wer 
Ith an 3 


Shou'd meet ſo hard a fate That I that I— 
Whom his love reſcu'd from the depth of woe, 
Shou'd be th' accurſt deſtroyer!—Strike, in pity 
And end this hated life ! | 

Selim. Ceaſe, dear rene. | | 
Submit to heav'n's high will. —I charge thee live; 
And to thy utmoſt pow'r, protect from wrong 
My helpleſs, friendleſs, mother ! 


Treue. With my life 5 Lene. 8 
Pl! ſhield her from each wrong.— That hope alone % r. 
Can tempt me to prolong a life of woe! | ble 


Selim. O my ungovern'd rage To frown on the my « 
Thus let me expiate the cruel wrong, Enbraciſu d iſſu 


And mingle rapture with the pains of death ene. M 
Officer. No more. Prepare the rack. Ine but 
Irene. Stand off, ye fiends! me but 

Here will I cling. No pow'r on earth ſhall part us. 

Till T have fav'd my Selim / [4 "MF tu 
Officer. Hark ! what noiſe a ther 

Strikes on mine ear ? [4 We], cru 


Selim. Again! 


%YP 
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Ala. Arm, arm !— Treach ry and murder! [Withous 


[Executioners go ta ſeize Selim. 
Selim. Off flaves!—Or I will turn my chains to arms, 


And daſh you piecemeal For I have heard a ſound, 
Which lifts my tow'ring foul to Atlas mo 
That I cou'd prop the ſkies. 
3 Alad. Where 1 is the king? | 
Ihe foe pours in: the 4 gates are bent: 
The centinels are murder'd ! fave the king ! 
They ſeek him thro' the palace! 
Oficer. Death and ruin ! 
ollow me, ſlaves, and fave him. 
Exeunt Officer and F.xecutioner. 
Selim. Now, bloody tyrant ! now, thy hour is come! 
lrene. What means yon mad'ning tumult? -O my 
fears! 
Selim. 1 at length hath pierc'd theſe guilty 
walls, 
nd walks her deadly round! 
lrene. Whom doſt thou mean? my father ? 
Selim. Ves: thy father; | 
ſho murder'd mine! | 
Irene. Is there no room for mercy? 
Selim ! by our love !— 
eim. Thy tears are vain ! 
in were thy eloquence, tho' thou didſt . 
th an archangel's . ! 
rene. Spare but his life! 


eim. Heav'n knows ] pity "08. But * muſt 
bleed; 


FP. 


ene. Muſt he 3 die? 
Ine but ſee my father, ere he periſh ! 
me but pay my parting duty to him— 


[Claſh g wk 
| . the claſh of ſwords! 11059 br fo fa- 
ther 4 


Nel, cruel Selim 4 [Exit Irene 


D 3 


Selim. 
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| Selim. Curſe on this ſervile Chain, that bi nds nll O. 


faſt, | 22 

In pow rleſs i ignominy; while my ſword Ot 
Shou'd hunt its prey, and cleave the tyrant down! 

Otbm. Where is the prince! [Withoufl o c. 

Selim. Here, Othman, bound to earth ls eq 


det me but free O curſed, curſed chain! 0 Ba. 


Enter Othman and party, abe free Selim. 


Othm. O my brave prince !—Heav'n favours 0 

| deſign. [Embraces hi 
Take that: I need not bid thee uſe it nobly. 

[ Giving him æ ſwir 

Selim. Now Barkaroſſa, let my arm meet thine: 


"Tis all I aſk of heav'n ! - [Exit Selin Selin 
Othm. Guard ye the prince [Part go o wo! 

Purſue his ſteps. —Now this way let us turn, will 

And ſeek the tyrant. Exeunt Othman, Ma! 


SCENE changes to the. often Palace: 


" Enter Barbarofla Hoes 


Curſe 
b, tha 
Selinn. 
event t 
t graſp 
Its fro 
by the; 
rely d 
dorr'd 


Barb. Empire i is loſt, and life: yet dare revenge 
| Shall cloſe my life in glory. 


Enter Othman. 


+ * 
z 


Have 1 found "FTE 

Difſembling traitor ?——die - 
Otbn. Long hath my wiſh, | 
Pent in my ſtruggling breaſt, been robb'd of uf; 


Trance. C 25 4 

Now valour ſcorns the maſk.— I dare thee, tyrant! In e, 
And arm'd with juſtice, thus wou d meet thy rage; 28 

Tho' thy red fight hand graſp'd the pointe thunde "=p 1 

Now, heav'n decide between us! , © | [Thy Af my by 

- Barb, Coward: 5 Fryrang 
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Ohm. Tyrant! 
. Barb. Traitor! 


falſehood, 
Iro combat crimes like thine, by force or wile; | 
s equal glory. Barbaroſſa falls. 


Barb. 1 faint ! I die! O horror! 
Enter Selim and Sadi. 


Selim. The foe gives way: ſure this way went the 
ſtorm. 
chere is the tyger fled ?—What do [ ſee? 
Sadi. Algiers is free! 
| 0:bm. This ſabre did the deed ! 
eu Selim. I envy thee the blow !—Yet valour ſcorns 
o wound the fallen. —But if life remain, | 
will ſpeak daggers to his guilty ſoul 
Wa! Barbarga ! tyrant! murderer ! 
Lis Selim, Selim calls thee ! 
Barb. Off, ye fiends! 
orment me not -O, Selim, art thou there |— 
allow me earth ! bury me deep, ye mountains ! f 
curſed be the day that gave me birth! 
b, that I had never wrong'd thee ! 
delim. Doſt thou then 
ent thee of thy crimes !—He does! he does ! 
e graſps my hand!] ſee the repentant tear 
ts from his eye Doſt thou indeed repent ?— 
by then I do forgive thee : from my foul 
teely do forgive thee !—And if crimes, 
dhorr'd as thine, dare plead to heav'n for mercy, 
y heav'n have mercy on thee ! 
Barb. Gen'rous Selim ! 
o good, — have a daughter! oh; protest her !— 
not my crimes |— Cs 
O hm. There fled the guilty fout' 


* 


ge 


20 


t! 


2s, 
nde 


gf 


Jin. Haſte to the city, —ſtop the rage of gh: 

my brave people, that A/grers is free; 

(tyranny no more. | | 0 ¶Exeuni Slaves. 
| Saal. 


0 


Otbm. Infernal fiend! thy words are fraught with | 
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Sadj. And, to confirm 
The glorious tydings, ſoon as morning ſhines, 
Be his dead carcaſe dragg'd throughout the city, 
A ſpectacle of horror 

Selim. Curb thy zeal. 15 
Let us be brave, not cruel: nor diſgrace 
 Valour, by barb'rous and inhuman deeds. 
Black was his guilt: and he hath paid his life, 
The forfeit of his crimes. Then ſheath the ſword: 

Let vengeance die,—Juſtice is ſatisfy'd ! 


Enter Zaphira. 


Zaph. What mean theſe horrors ! — whereſoe rip. 
turn 
My trembling ſteps, I find ſome dying wretch, 
Welt'ring in gore and doſt thou live, my Selim! 
Selim. Lo, there he lies! 
Zaph. The bloody tyrant flain ! 
O righteons heav'n ! 

Selim. Behold thy valiant friends, 
Whole faith and courage have o'erwhelm'd the pow 
Of Bazbarsſa. Here, once more, thy virtues 
Shall dignify the throne and bleſs thy people. 

Zaph. Juſt are thy ways, O heav'n N ain ter! 

hence; 

Once more Zaphira s bleſt !—My virtuous ſon, 
How ſhall I &er requite thy boundleſs love! 
Thus let me ſnatch thee to my longing arms, 
And on thy boſom weep my griefs away! 

Selim. O happy hour !—happy, beyond the flight 
Ev'n of my ardent hope Look down, bleſt ſhade, 
From the bright realms of bliſs !—Behold thy queen 
Unſpotted, unſeduc'd, unmov'd in virtue. 
Behold the tyrant ptoſtrate at my feet! 
And to the mem'ry of thy bleeding wrongs, 
Accept this ſacrifice! 

Zaph. My generous Selim! 

Selim. Where is Irene? 


Sadi. With looks of Wn: and diftrated n mie 


B AR BAR OS SA. 
he ſought her father where the tumult rag'd : 


he paſs'd me, while the coward Aladin 


led from my ſword : and as I cleft him down, 
e fainted at the ſight. 


Othm. But ſtraight recover'd, 
amor, our truſty friend, at my command, 
nvey'd the weeping fair one to her chamber. 


57 


Selim. Thanks to thy generous care: — Come, let us 


ſeek 
b afflicted maid. 
Zaph. Her virtues m_ attone 


r her father's guilt— Thy throne be hers: 
e merits all thy love. 


crimes 

7 ſhall draw her veil ; nay, half abſolve them, 
en ſhe beholds the virtues of his child! 

let us thank th' eternal pow'r: convinc'd, 

t heav'n but tries our virtue by affliction : 

it oft” the cloud which wraps the preſent hour, 
es but to brighten all our future days! 


f 


teri 


INTL 


erfW-/im. Then haſte, and find her.—o'er her father's 


re ae dg t 
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